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Ever if time if on (the justice s if stew) 
broke if our promises, if on pushed me 
wore, Evert/ time if on swore at me, did 
not accept me, didn't listen, didn't take 
the time to ask, to drive me to school, 
to show me if on loved me, notjnst hol- 
low words: if on pnshed me nntil the da if 
I was so far over that the on/if waif I 
conld come back was to leave if on behind 
forever. *fes I committed the crime bnt 
if on tanght me to be the criminal. 

read the rest of Tames' WW on page 9 
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Ever imagine growing old? Most of you readers can't 
even fathom the idea of living a long and healthy life, where 
you live long enough to see your children, grandchildren 
and extended family grow up. Most of you readers probably 
don't imagine yourself sitting at the kitchen table telling 
tales of yesterday, or having a heart to heart conversation 
with your grand kids, while enjoying a wonderful dinner 
made by your significant other. Most of you readers can't 
envision a time where you will take the grandkids for a walk 
in the neighborhood where you were raised, sharing stories 
of your life, pointing out landmarks and what life was like 
back in the day when you were young. Most of you readers 
can't see yourself sitting in the living room watching an 
ol' school movie with your grandchildren, and explaining to 
them how great of an actor/actress such and such is, while 
eating a bowl of ice cream. Do any of you see yourself getting 
old and gray and enjoying your golden years alone or with 
family in the free world? 

We understand for many of you in custody, your biggest 
concern is this moment, which is understandable, but in 
truth, you need to look ahead and plan for a future, because 
before you know it, you will be older, and we hope when 
you do mature up, it won't be you living in a prison cell on 
mainline USA, or in the cuts, homeless and sick. We hope 
the time is now for you to make better choices, seeking the 
necessary support and guidance, getting up and out of the 
system and into the schoolhouse, getting off probation/ 
parole, staying clean from drugs and alcohol and away from 
the chillin' attitude you carry, and truly begin to understand 
that the life you are living is unhealthy. Back in the 1 960s, 
there was a famous poster that read: "War is unhealthy for 
children and other living things." That is just as true today 
as fifty years ago, and just as true for the war on the streets 
as the war in Iraq. 

We can't stress enough, that now is the time, even though 
you sit incarcerated, to show all you mean business! Step up 
with your attitude! Get busy as a student and thinker. Show 
the counselors on the unit and your immediate family that 
you are working on your attitude. Inform "all" about your 
new beginning! Sure, action speaks louder than words, but 
all you have right now is your words, and with words you 
can be big enough to stand by them and also help others, 
such as Beat readers understand the horrors of a life that 
brings you to such a dark place. We can't stress enough, that 
your intentions may be good, but that if you fail, as we all 
do, then get back up and try again!! 

As always this latest issue packs plenty of thoughtful 
pieces for the readers to absorb, and with that said, we have 
hope that some of you, from your latest contributions, are 
actually taking big steps in bettering your life, or at the 
least thinking of another way to approach your life with the 
hope you will soon get it together and not fall further into 
this turmoil. 

We challenge every single one of you to take a stand 
and make an effort to save our future children from 
incarceration! Just because your relatives have fallen prey to 
the criminal justice system, doesn't mean you have to carry 
on the tradition of dysfunction! Save yourself and educate 
the young children, and realize that the loyalty you claim 
for your 'hood, your gang, is a guaranteed ticket to having 
further heartache, pain and regret. 

Now is the time to teach, to share and to change, and 
when you do find yourself old and gray, you will feel incredibly 
good about your life and how you overcame the traps and 
did your part to break the cycle of violence, addiction and 
incarceration. 

Before we get to this week's topics, we want to announce 
that after taking a week off from workshops and editing, 
a number of units were not completed in time to make 
it in this issue, and it is our goal to include the edits in 
next week's 12.32 issue. We are sorry, and thank you for 
understanding! 

The topics addressed in the workshops prior to the 
writing session were "Magical People" - Some people seem 
able to do anything! Maybe one can sit down at a piano and 
pick out any tune without reading a note of music. Another 
might whip up a feast from the simplest ingredients. Another 
has the gift of gab, and when he or she speaks, others listen. 
Yet another may have so much personal courage that he or 



she is able to stand up both to peers and adult authority, 
and explain without anger why they are going to do 
what's right and not what's expected. We are calling these 
people "Magical People." Do you know anyone who fits the 
category? What makes them the special people they are? 
The second topic, "Justice Vs. Revenge" -What does justice 
mean to you? Is justice served when someone is sentenced 
for a crime? If you harm someone, does justice require that 
you be harmed in return, or is that just revenge? If everyone 
took the law into their own hands, would that result in 
justice? Does the "Justice System" provide justice? Many of 
you feel the system has let you down, but does the system 
ever work the way you think it should work? Should the 
justice system be allowed to handle punishment, or should 
people take matters into their own hands? How should a 
"just" Justice System work? 

The third topic, "My American Dream"... 

Last but not least, 'Things I don't understand..." 

As is the case with our topics, if you didn't get a chance 
to write on the topics we have just presented and are inspire 
to do so, we hope you do, and we look forward to reading 
and publishing your thoughts in a future Beat issue! 

How could we forget to inform you readers, who do 
not have access to the internet, but we have the first of 
three books coming out early this fall! The first book is 
"Illustrations From The Inside, The Beat Within." This book 
will give readers and admirers of art an inside glimpse of 
the artist who have been contributing to The Beat Within 
publication over the years. You can learn more about the 
book and our publisher by going to our website, www. 
thebeatwithin.org. The book description on Amazon reads: 

'The Beat Within is a nation-wide writing program for 
incarcerated youth that is ten years old. "Words not Weapons" 
is the theme, getting young adults - male and female, of 
all races - to learn that the power of words and images is 
stronger than violence. While a couple of volumes of poetry 
generated by this program have been published. Illustrations 
from the Inside: The Beat Within focuses on the drawings 
that these kids do, almost entirely in pencil. Remarkable for 
its execution, compelling in terms of content and chock-full 
of varied renderings of everything from Homer Simpson to 
the violent deaths of friends and family, these illustrations 
humanize these juveniles, in a way that the penal system 
resists." 

And the condensed description from our publisher, reads 
"In October of this year, MBP is publishing Illustrations from 
the Inside: The Beat Within by Beat Within advocate Louis 
Nevaer, with introduction by novelist Adam Mansbach. The 
book will focus on the drawings from the juveniles in the 
program, done mostly in pencil, many of which are beautiful 
and touching. The aim of the book is not only to display the 
powerful artwork of The Beat, but to also make people aware 
of the project and aware of the possible problems with the 
juvenile penitentiary system. By showcasing a side of these 
youths rarely, if ever, seen by the public. Illustrations from 
the Inside aims to humanize these persons in a way that the 
penal system cannot." 

We also want to add, that San Francisco's elected Public 
Defender Jeff Adachi also has written an intro in the book 
— one more example of his tireless efforts and dedication 
to this work you all are a part of. We cannot thank him 
enough. 

If you are all wondering what is going to come out of 
this book, well we can only hope more awareness/publicity 
and a couple new angels to help with the good yet relentless 
work. With that said, get your orders in and spread the 
word, that The Beat Within is taking their work to the next 
level! 

As we said, this art book is the first of three books 
coming out in the next year, so we will keep the concepts of 
book two and three on the hush until we get closer to our 
publishing date. 

All right, we'll leave you with a shout out and dedication 
to the elders in The Beat world who continue to do great 
things in their community, and with their families. May you 
readers also find love and support to see the light that this 
incarcerated life is not the route, but if it appears too late, 
well, you know the drill, step up and teach and save a life!! 
See you next week friends! 
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The Beat Within, a weekly newsletter of writing an< 
incarcerated youth, is published by Pacific News Service. 

At The Beat Within, we go through a lot of trouble to censor i 
sexual remarks, foul language, and gang references. There is enou 
our commuities already-we don't aim to bolster it. It is in The Bea 
promote peace and unity. Our goal is to educate one another. 



1 he Beat Within publishes the opinions and views expressed by the participants 
in our workshops. This is simply the pure voice of the youth. The views you 
read do not necessarily reflect those of the publisher, editor or staff. All rights 
are reserved. Nothing from this publication can be reproduced without our writ- 



To our writers: What you write could be hazardous to you. Your words have 
consequences, and could be used to incriminate you. Try to illuminate your 
feelings and viewpoints without running the risk of providing ammunition for 
those who might use vour words against vou. 
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Writers: Thanks to all the participants in our workshops in the San Francis- 
co, Maricopa County Arizona, Santa Clara, San Mateo, Alameda, Bernalillio 
County New Mexico, Santa Cruz and Marin County Juvenile Halls. If you have 
any questions or comments about The Beat Within, or if you would like to 
become a subscriber, contact us at: 275 Ninth St. SFCA. 94103 or call (415) 
503-4170 or check us out at: 

www.thebeatwithin.org 
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My Story 



It all started over a summer, a hot afternoon summer. I was 
down, "really" down, but I was one of those kids waiting to 
find someone like me. All this hate for these people started 
because they pissed me off. I was like, twelve, and remember 
one day I had a (colored) stripped shirt and got punked 
by a (neighborhood) "gangsta." What a gangster, hu? I was 
never a payaso (clown) all this time. I was Jesus, a nice kid 
with a good heart. Didn't get in trouble, and always stuck 
to his mom. My mom's love is all I needed, for reals. 

I grew up with my older brother, Jose. He was coo'. My 
dad, well, my real dad, did his best to see us both, but I 
always knew Jose was his favorite. I remember those days. 
I was little, only wanted love, but couldn't get it from my 
pops, so I looked for it somewhere else. In my teen years, 
I mean my middle school years, I was a so-called square. 
Tried to kick it with the crew, but always heard, "get out," 
or "stop following us." Damn, I felt low. All this time anger 
built up and had nowhere to put it away. I was a ticking 
time bomb, abused by my father, and my mom had to work 
hard to keep us clean and keep food on the table. 

I remember when I was six. She'll leave at night, and I 
couldn't let her go. I'll stay crying and banging the door. I 
thank my mom for everything she did to see a smile on my 
face. She'll miss work to stay with me. I felt a lot of love 
from her. Sometimes I think if I've paid her wrong for the 
things she did for me. She asks the same question—if she 
paid enough attention to us, and she's sorry if she didn't. 
I tell her she did fine for a single mother. I mean, I ain't 
dead or doing prison time. And I've seen other fams that 
are worse, ya know? Just to say my whole childhood was 
messed up. 

Well, back to the summer. It was '05 and my name 
was still Jesus. I got into my first fight with a (rival.) I won 
and was proud. Everyone treated me with respect. Damn, 
I felt good. After that, I went to a football game, chilled, 
and went to go kick it with a kid named Joan, "Peaches." 
Who would of known that that night would change both our 
lives forever, tu? Random crazy kids, just waiting to find 
someone like them. 

I did. He was like me — down and proud. The only 
difference was he was quiet, but if anyone wanted to step 
up, he'll show them w'as up. I wondered why they said 
(their click) was the click, and they weren't going to leave 
it. In San Rafael, there's not a lot of homies and we can't 
be set trippin', because there's way more (rivals.) They 
out number us like, by one out of five. But I've learned it's 
better quality than quantity. 

Today, original members of (our crew) got out while 
they could. Me and some very few people are still around, 
but the (set) is gone. I know what I did and many homies 
are starting to doubt me because of it, but it had to be 
done. My philosophy was (our set) was just a test gang, 
kinda a tryout, and if you weren't strong, then you got 
out for the people that made it. Well, they soldiers and 
become (another set) by approval of the older homies. You 
understand? That's what I think. Now (our click) is the real 
deal. You in, you in, no way out. We getting older and the 
game is getting deeper. 

Right now I'm in juvy for a crime I committed — two 
assaults with a deadly weapon and terrorist threat. The 
gang enhancement is messing up my time, but it was for 
"la pandia," the gang. All I do in here is think, reminisce 
'bout those days when we were innocent and didn't know 
much 'bout shhh. Chilling, listening to oldies, and having 
fun. Memories, hu? They can really make you tear. When 
we had power and, bam, lost it. Homies just gone, went 



their separate way. Now we paying the price — not 
physically, but mentally. I regret some of the things I've 
done — ignoring my mom and lying to her, making her cry. 
Why did I change? Why. . . 

I know the people that used to make fun of me and 
called me names are people that want to kick it with 
Payaso. They respect him for what he did. This whole story 
is something I went through and there's way more. I leave 
it to the next generation to come to fix things up and be 
gangs tas, not thugs. A gangsta is 'bout respect and money. 
A thug is someone that kills innocent people and does 
things for the hell of it. I just hope they don't end up like 
that. I spent too many damn time to get where I'm at, and 
I ain't leaving yet. I worked hard for what I got, but I am 
going to change the way I look at life. This is my story. To 
my three other homies and loved ones, I'm out. There is a 
lot more, and if you know me, you know what goes in the 
gaps in this story. 

The four of us came up with the gang's name, and 
we were strong. No one could stop us. About this time 
there was another click trying to come up. They were the 
(the same gang as us.) They were (our crew) too, but our 
policy was there's only one click and that's (our click) - 
no one else. Join us or be out. But throughout time, they 
disappeared. They didn't have heart. 

Somehow more thoughts hit our head, getting money 
for perks and drugs, but how do we get money? I hate to 
say it and I really regret it, but we started to pull licks, 
(robbing people.) I remember us four were walking and a 
homie called and told us we were on the news. Damn, at 
that time we were happy and bragged about it. After that, 
Spooky went down and soon, Peaches and me and pit. It 
was a Friday and when I was booked for the first time for 
ten gang-related robberies. Never in my whole life I would 
think of being in juvenile hall. I did forty days and was 
out. 

During our stay in juvy, we thought about shhh. It 
wasn't good. There was another homie in here and he was 
older and told us out of us four, only two are going to be 
strong, to make it. I learned a lot from him, what he was 
teaching us, but I started to have doubts 'bout someone. 
When I finally got out, I was free and had my name in the 
street. Other homies respected me, and I felt good. As soon 
as we all got out, we went our separate ways. I mean, we 
still kicked it, but it wasn't like before. Time went on and 
I knew we weren't like before. I was sad just by thinking 
'bout it. 

People started to get older and wanted out. Only half 
of what we started with were still around. (Our set) was 
fading away, plus I had a new girlfriend. I loved her and 
spent most of the time with her. After a year, I ended with 
her and was back out on the street. 

At this time I had met an older (member of our crew,) 
Chippy. He was, like seven years older and knew way more 
than me. I got connected with him and I learned that there 
was a clicka (the same as our clicka) but they were older 
(members of our gang) and they were more serious. I know 
that was for us. I rounded up all the young homies and 
told them, "W'as up?" They didn't like it. We talked and 
he knew what I thought, so we smoked and a child behind 
a store (???) talked about our lives and our problems. I 
knew we were going to be cool, because the first day we 
kicked it, we were sharing deep ass feelings, and ever since 
we've come up together. That was my crime partner. 

Over the period of time we kicked it and smoked, we 
had a daily routine. We will wake up, smoke out an apple, 
and when we were finished, we will break it in half and eat 
it. LOL. 

continued on next page 
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continued from previous page 

Halloween came and we were kicking it, looking for 
some mess we could get into. His phone rang and it was 
some other cats looking for the same thing we were, so we 
met and mobbed it. It was about thirty of us— just walking 
around, egging and causing trouble. About this time we 
weren't really into gang shhh, it was really about having 
a good fun and punking around. Well, night came and we 
were walking through a street, looking for one last thing to 
do before heading home. We came across these (rivals) we'd 
seen walking earlier that day. They started to talk shhh and 
threw a egg at us. So it was on! 

All of us rushed them and it was a gang fight. Ha ha. 
I remember me throwing the first punch and this homie 
jumped in and all hell broke loose. We were out as soon as 
we heard the cops coming. When we were finished running, 
it was only Peaches and I and two other homies, Spooky 
and Pit. They were exactly like me and Peaches, but we 
never kicked it before until tonight. We laughed the rest 
of the night and kicked it. That was the first night us four 



kicked it. We knew we were down. Ever since that 
night, it's been us four. 

Time went on and we knew shhh was going to get 
deep. We had a feeling and it did. More and more people 
started hanging with us, and our lives were changing. It 
wasn't about having fun the innocent way, but it was more 
of fighting every day to have fun. By the time we realized 
this, we've become a click and were ready for whatever. 
We thought about making a gang, but we will have to get 
permission by the OGs, and we didn't have those around 
here, so we went to the next step — naming our homies. I 
got Payaso because I was always happy and I was really a 
clown. 

-Jesus, Marin 

From The Beat: Thank you for your amazing story about your young life 
growing up. Now, as you write, you're facing some serious charges. Does 
being in a gang cause you to do anything you don't want to do, anything 
you wouldn't do on your own, anything you disapprove of? Why don't you 
read over what you've written and see where being in your gang is talcing 
you? Is this the life you want for yourself forever? How will you create the 
next chapter of your life? 



I Remember 



I remember 

She used to wipe the crust from my eyes 

As we were going to church 

I would enjoy the ride 

Back then, 

I had a clean mind 

And never was afraid of the time 

But now I am afraid of my mind 

I remember 

When I used to ride the bus with kids 

And play dodge ball in elementary 

I wish I knew my mother 

But I forgot what it meant to me 

That's why 

They put me on drugs 

And labeled me mentally 

Father almost killed me 

When I was eight 

So the effects 

Put a dent in me 

Walking with God 

But Satan was renting me 

He painted evil into me 

Trapped in a cell in my mind 

So my body is my enemy 

Got a tendency 

To respect my woman 

Correct my living 

Inspect the driven 

Select the spirits 

They will protect the ribbon 

From ripping 

I remember the time 

When my dad told me 

We was gone see my mother 

And maybe she might bring 

My little baby brother 

But it turns out 

It was just a 'hoe 

Who was undercover 

And I neva 

Seen my mother 

So I forgot about baby brother 

Who might sleep with me 



Under the cover 

Then I think 

I wouldn't a had to go through this 

Had my pops worn a rubber 

But maybe he was a beast 

So he raped my mother 

She didn't want him to go to jail 

So she became his lover 

But I am just putting 

Two and two together 

'Cause that age 

Like a fox 

I was clever 

But never 

Will the drums in my head 

Stop beating 

I am just telling you my thoughts 

So my skeletons 

Don't have a meeting 

I remember the beatings 

By Uncle Charles in the tub 

And he'll turn up the music 

So you wouldn't hear the screechings 

I seen him 

Reaching for that belt buckle 

As I watch, Satan chuckled 

With the imprints on my face 

From his knuckles 

I remember 

That face in my mind 

That won't erase 

So in time 

I will replace 

For the simple fact 

To remove the face 

That haunts my dreams 

And soaks my seams 

And silences my screams 

Forever 

I remember 

Damn, Dark Side 

-Dark Side, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Among your amazingly tender, sad, heart-breaking poems, 
this is one of your most tragic. How did you ever mentally survive your 
father and uncle? How did you learn to continue to trust this world, when 
those who were supposed to care for you, protect you, love you abused, 
abandoned and tried to destroy you 
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Future Generation 



I stop and think why countless generations of my 

culture 

Never excel to the next level 

But instead we drop out at the tenth or ninth grade to 

pick up a shovel 

Me personally I'd rather use my intelligence to help my 

future generation 

To tell you the truth were still living in a land of 

segregation 

Just to let you know the system doesn't want a 

Polynesian like me to make it 

Because when they see me sprout they go straight for 

elimination 
So they brain wash everybody to think colored people 

with intelligence is contamination for this nation 
That's why I'm going to elevate regardless because I am 

a revolution 
And I don't care if the government is telling me my word 

is nothing but pollution 

Because my goal is to inspire my young ones to do right 

and to find the solution 

So until my casket drops I'm going to fight for 

The education for my future generations. 

-Kaho, Alameda 

From The Beat: We're going to take you at your word on this, Kaho, 
and expect you to pick up the Revolution where it left off. But first, 
have you made the internal revolution in your mind to make sure you 
yourself are clean and strong and free of your own demons? That has to 
be the number one priority. Free your mind and the rest will follow... 



/ consider mtf mother to he a 
miracle blessing, , , 

She can guide and steer me 
in an if direction. , . 



A Beautiful Person Is A Magical Person 

I consider my mother to be a miracle blessing... 

She can guide and steer me in any direction... 

She has gave me home training classes... 

Told me to never give up on my passion until I've 

perfected... 

I've always paid close attention when I'm in a session of 

lessons... 

She told me the more I'm exposed to, 

The less confusion and no second-guessing 

She built me to be strong, overcome what stresses and 

move on... 

She taught me to be who I am and be nobody's clone... 

She taught me that my business belongs to me 

Everybody don't need to know... 

So I've grown to love being alone... 

For my mother my heart's singing a song 

I can't want to feel her embrace on release when I'm 

sent home! 

She is my magical person. 

-P. Crook San Francisco 

From The Beat: It sounds like your mother taught you a whole lot of 
useful life lessons. How does she feel about your current situation? 
Sometimes when we're locked up we think about those who love us 
most, but when we get out we start to take those people for granted 
and continue to do what we do. What will you do to make sure this 
doesn't happen to you? Thank you for such a beautiful dedication to 
such an amazing woman... 



Open The Mask 



No one but ourselves 

Can free our minds 

As I read the thoughts of a genius 

I become that Buffalo soldier 

I remember starving 

Stomach growling 

Popa howling 

The streets raised me 

The killings made me 

I used to put sugar in my water 

And act like it was Kool-Aid 

But nowdays 

People get found 

Leaking in they own Kool-Aid 

We destroy 

'Cause of our own self hate 

Blowing purple to hide from the past 

Stealing I-Pods to obtain the cash 

Life moves fast 

When you in the game 

With no controller 

I got a headache 
From drinking this thick milkshake 

That we call the ghetto 

Where bullets bouncing off the wall 

Cause loud echos 

I need insurance 

Like Gila's Gecko 

It is rare 

That the eyes 

Of the hooded strangers 

Don't stare 

When looking in the eyes 

Of a killer 

Open the mask 

That he wore 

As I struggle 

To get out this choke hold 

I feel as though 

The invisible man 

Has hit me 

With the forty-four 

Mud holes in my chest 

'Cause his bullets 

Love to poke holes 

As he dangles my life 

In his hands 

Like plastic in a yo yo 

When it's drastic 

In the city 

Though 

As I watch 

My loved ones 

Drop like flies 

Damn, Dark Side 

-Dark Side, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You often allude to the stranglehold your neighborhood 
has on you. When you're free and home again, what are you going to do 
to elude this grasp your 'hood has on you, that is suffocating you? 
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My American Dream 



My American Dream was to get rich and for my family to 
leave the jets. This is what motivated me to get into the 
streets and get this money. 

It all started when I was 12. 1 got tired of my family not 
having nothing and looking bummy. It really used to hurt 
me in the inside to know my family didn't have much. At 
first I wanted to get a job young. So one day I came home 
from school and my PG&E was off and stayed off till seven 
months later. I used to have to take cold showers and eat 
a lot of cold and old food. That time in my life made me 
give up all my hopes and dreams and turn towards the 
streets. 

I first started selling weed. Then that turned into 
selling crack and getting a lot more money. I used to wake 
up early in the morning and sell dope before I went to 
school, then at lunch I would leave and sell more dope, 
then go back and finish my day. Then after school I 
would stay out till 11 or 12, then go to bed. That was my 
everyday schedule for like three years. And after the first 
few months I was able to take my two sisters and two 
brothers shopping, which was one of the most happiest 
moments in my life. I was proud of myself for putting a 
big smile and new clothes on my family's back. My mom 
didn't like what I did, but she knew why I was doing it. 
She tried her hardest to raise five kids by herself, but it 
was just too hard for her. 

After those first few months I just started saving my 
money. I kept telling myself why I doing this and because 
I had a goal, which was to support my family and get out 
the projects. I wasn't like my other friends in the game for 
theirself. They used they money for all the new clothes 
and shoes, the nice jewelry, and scrappers. Don't get me 
wrong, I treated myself to a few nice things and keep my 
appearance up to the fullest. They were in it to be fly. I 
was in it 'cause of my family. 

I was able to save up enough money and buy my mom 
a used van. During the whole time I was doing that, my 
appearance went from dusty to best dressed most of the 
time. When my appearance changed, a lot of girls start 
liking me and wanted to talk to me. So I started to have 
a lot of girlfriends and being known by everybody rather 
than before. But I got tired of doing what I was doing 
because I was so paranoid, and the time it just wore out 
my body. Little did I know my time was about to expire in 
the dope game. Three and half years into it, I finally got 
arrested. This woke me up to doing something wit' my 
future. I made enough money to help my family till this 
day, and now that I am old enough, I am going to get a real 
job. 

So in the end I was living a dream... I wasn't gone to 
make it out of the jets by dope; I was only securing my 
future to prison or death. So now my goal is to be a social 
worker and go to college. Because if you paid attention, I 
always stayed in school no matter what I was doing. So I 
know I can do it because I am not dumb, so wish me the 
best of luck, One! 

-Knowledge, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We know that you were concerned that your writing 
wasn't getting in The Beat, but we can't understand why it wouldn't. 
You are an amazing writer, and your honesty and love for your family is 
something we admire. Did you feel like that was the only way for you 
to provide for your family? Not much has changed out here except that 
things are getting worse, so what will be different about this time when 
they finally let you out? Is there anything we can do to support you on 
your journey? You have unlimited potential, so it is our hope that you 
can help your family out without resorting to the streets. Thank you for 
sharing so much about yourself. Dumb? No, you're definitely not dumb! 
You are a great thinker and wise young man. 



A Daughter Can Change Ynu 

I know my homie who got a baby girl... 

Deep down in me... 

And deep down in him... 

He says it himself,... 

"I know I messed up!"... 

He's been locked up for almost two years 

And lets everyone know he hella misses her... 

It hurts him knowin' that he ain't around for her... 

Many say if he truly loved his baby girl,... 

He wouldn't be doing what he did,... 

To be getting sent to the ranch... 

But if they truly knew him 

They would know he a #1 daddy to her... 

He prays for her. . . 

Thinks of her... 

And yearns for her callin" 

"Daddy, Daddy" 

It ain't because he no good as a daddy... 

It's just it's hard to put his pride down... 

Puttin' his pride down 

Is the only thing that's stoppin' him 

From steppin' up to switch plates... 

But the Man up above 

Is watchin' over him and his baby girl... 

Meanwhile he do his time... 

And get ready to switch his plate... 

(Dedicated to him and his 2 year old beautiful daughter) 

-Vaga, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You are so right... a daughter (or son) can change you. 
And you've written a beautiful tribute to this loving father. But at the 
same time, that pride that stops him from making the changes he must 
make is real, and unless he can deal with it, all the love for his daughter 
in the world won't be able to give her what she needs most from her 
father, and that is him to be there with her. 



My American Dream 

My American dream is to become a pro boxer 

Be a good fighter in the ring 

Knocking out the opponent at the first ding 

I would like to be a pro boxer 

So that I could give my daughter a good life 

So I could have a big house 

A nice pool and five cars 

Help my family out and donate my money 

So that they could build a house 

For all the homeless 

And go to my country, El Salvador 

And build a boxing gym 

So all the little and big kids 

Could come and box 

So they won't go in gangs 

And don't do drugs 

Next I'll buy supplies for them 

To go to school 

Help my grandma out 

By giving her a housemaid 

Because she's getting old 

I'll help out all my aunts and uncles 

Buy all them little houses 

All this I'll do 

If I become a pro boxer 

That is my dream 

-Future Champ, Marin 

From The Beat: You have beautiful dreams and a generous heart for the 
homeless, kids, and your family. Where does going to juvenile fit in? 
Don't you have to work out, like, every day? What will happen when 
you're free again? 
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Survival Of The Fittest 

This is a Beat that my homie, Mono, 
wrote. Hopefully, this one makes the 
cut. Mono was Menace's homie, who, 
after he wrote this, died. 



Survival Of The Fittest 

Strategies and tragedies 

Are my complexities 

Of life 

Strife 

And gang fights 

Overtakes human rights 

Can't understand 

My mad man view 

I pick and choose 

To follow the rules 

On my side of the Mission 

It's bad news 

Fast life 

Can match heroin highs 

Drivebys 

Run the streets 

Worse than police 

CYA 

Would be my release 



I hope not 

We clock glocks 

On murderous plots 

To run inner city blocks 

It's hard to go right 

In a negative light 

That contains no fight 

Many nights 

I don't return home 

Backbones 

Overtake thrones 

Of many gone 

Temptation and probation 

Got me facin' 

Many years in professional prisons 

I stay risin' 

Above all who try to stop me 

On my paper chase 

My environment is a disgrace 

For presidential faces 

Many places 

Show no love 

Shoulder shrugs 

And mean mugs 

Cold-hearted thugs 

Run city-wide nations 

Public alterations 



Make it hard 

To survive 

Many changed felons 

Got denied 

Nine to fives 

Just 'cause 

So we stay representin' 

Survival of the fittest 

Many missions 

Of intention 

To smash hard 

But, God, please don't let me 

See behind bars 

Many wars 

To revolutions 

Bush approves a few strikes 

'Cause he neva takes time 

To see inside institutions 

Pollution and death 

Surrounds my last breath 

Never give up... 

So give it a rest 

-Mono, San Francisco 

From The Beat: And now homeboy is gone. RIP. 
We can only hope by the piece you asked us 
to reprint others will see why living the life of 
a thug/gangsta is the most unhealthy choice a 
young person can make. Read The BWO Beat 
readers and RIP Mono. 



Rest in the Hands nf the Lord, Ant! 

This ya' boy Donte coming from Max. It seems like yesterday 
I was with my ninja Ant - this is a cold world. It was on July 
24, 2007, around 10:00 PM at night when I got the news 
that my bra was just killed the same day July 24, 2007. 

It was around 9:00 to 10:00 p.m. My girlfriend was 
telling me but I was trying not to believe it was him. I was 
saying to myself, let it be a different Ant, please God. 

But it didn't work. I woke up the next morning and 
found out what happened. 

Why it happen? Where he was at when it happen? 

What's so cold is that my ninja was just leaving his 
house. I guess they called theyselves waiting on my bra! 

I want to know how they feel? Is they happy now? 

'Cause I'm not, I'm hella mad. 

Every time something happened, my ninja was right 
there. I could be getting into it with someone, my ninja was 
right there ready to ride for whatever. When I came here my 
ninja was writing me every week. I love my ninja for that. 

He was too solid. And for y'all who know him, y'all 
know the real deal. But you ain't feelin' what I'm feeling. I 
cry for my ninja. We was family, it was until death tears us 
apart, but he still in my heart and gon' always be. From this 

Hflv nn it ain't cfnn' he a c\axr that mv ninia ain't cfnn' he on 

my iiiuiu vsx x uni t gun wv kuiuing iviyuui. nun vuuij^ aJ.C in 

me and that's how real family get down! 

The one thing I can't get over is that I just got a letter 
from him on July 19, 2007 and I was just talking to him on 
July 21, 2007 on a Saturday, and then three days later he 
gets killed leaving his house. That's messed up! 

Rest in the hands of the Lord, Ant. And if y'all don't 
know what I mean, it's good for now, but not for long, it's 
gon' come a day when I see my ninja again. 

What's so crazy is that the next day I called this girl I 
used to mess with after it happened. She was like, if I was 
out, I probably would have been with him. I was thinking 



that same thing to myself earlier that day. 

If I was there I think none of this would of never 
happened. It probably would have but my ninja wouldn't be 
dead ... he'd still be living right now. 'Cause I know fo' sho' 
I would have been thang up so we could have been good. 

I know he was thang up, it was probably just too late 
'cause he was by his self. I'ma really miss my ninja to 
death. 

I really hope God blessed him for he cold be next to 
God for he can live eternal life with Jesus our Lord. What's 
so cold I can't even go to his funeral and see him for the 
last time. I'll see him in the promised land, till then I'll 
still be mobbin' it out for my ninjas that can't. I know he 
looking down on me right now. 

Rest in the hands of the lord Ant!! Like, man, it really 
happened. He is probably right here in the room with me 
other than in my heart. Every morning I wake up my bra is 
on my mind, every night when I'm about to go to sleep my 
bra be on my mind. I be wishing I will wake up and it will be 
just a long dream 'cause it ain't right, I be feeling like f- tha 
world! 

Why, God? I know it was his time, but why so soon? 
Long as I live I'ma make sure my bra never be forgotten. 
I'ma make sho' of that! From November 18,1989 to July 24, 
2007. Anthony Custard always and forever missed bra. I 
love you bra, stay looking down on ya' boy, never forgotten 
always in this world you never left in my mind! 

To be continued for bra: It ain't over. 

RIP Lil' Ant: He was too solid for his own good. 

-Donte, Alameda 

From The Beat: This piece is heartbreaking. It makes you want to ball up 
your fist and punch a wall - imagining what it must have been like for 
you to hear this terrible news when you were locked up. Crazy enough 
though, the piece is also heartwarming, maybe because you wrote it with 
so much heart. Like you said. Ant will be with you always, in that heart, 
in your memories, and in your deeds. Now that he's gone, you have to 



get out, but to make it. Make it in this life, and every time you celebrate 
something you've achieved - an award, a child being born, a new job - lift 
your glass up to him, because he's a part of your success too. Peace. 
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Justice Vs. Revenge 



To me, justice to me really don't mean anything. The 
judicial system is corrupt and is unfair. Like when they 
say that you should be judged by your peers but everybody 
on the jury is white, or when they bring you to court, but 
they don't do anything and put your court dates farther 
and farther and they are keeping you away from your loved 
ones. If they don't find anything after a period of time and 
they let you go, what was the point of keeping you there? 
Yes, if you harm someone they deserve justice, but what 
if it was in self-defense? 

Revenge to me is if someone did something to you 
and you retaliate in anger. That is revenge. But then to 
me some revenge should be accepted. Like if you have a 
daughter and she gets beat up by her boyfriend, as a father 
you should be able to beat him up, or if you have a son 
to do it. That is justifiable revenge. Most people already 
take the law in their own hands. (If you don't believe me, 
watch the news.) To me, all these people would not be 
shooting each other if most people were able to take an 
ass whooping. If you win or lose let it go. 

But nowadays in my generation in the small chance 
people fight, the person that loses wants to pick up a gun 
and kill the person that won. To me it seems like people 
get too butt hurt. If I lose a fight, then I just lose. Yeah, 
I would be mad because I lost, but it's not that serious 
to kill that person. I am one of those people that feel the 
judicial system has let me down, not because I'm in it but 
because of the way I am portrayed, even though I didn't do 
something as serious as I'm being charged with. I didn't 
even touch the victim or have the weapon that was used 
or even see anything (and the DA knows it). They still 
want to take my freedom and family away from me. 

I mean I don't know if the system can work. It hasn't 
been working, but I'm not in everybody cases. But I have 
heard some messed up stuff: life a man that did 25 years 
in prison for rape and then they found out he didn't do 
it and let him out. Yeah, he sued them. Yeah, he will get 
money but you can't give back those 25 years. I don't 
believe they should be able to handle punishment because 
they don't know you. They just know what they read off 
the paper and since you're arrested, it's not going to look 
good for you. I think you should be judged by people that 
know you on your good and bad side because they know 
what your capable of. A "just" justice system would be a 
fair justice system. 

-Gold M San Francisco 

From The Beat: You are very wise at your young age. We showed your 
piece to the woman that came up with the topic, and she enjoyed your 
piece a whole lot. You hit the nail on the head when you pointed out 
how a "jury of your peers" often times means the opposite. There are 
even worse examples than those you cited. Almost 25 people have been 
freed from death row because DNA evidence proved they were innocent, 
often more than 20 years after they were convicted! The state of Texas 
is about to execute a man (Kenneth Foster) who did not have any idea 
that a passenger in the car he was driving would commit a murder while 
he was waiting in the car. He never got out, never knew a crime was 
being committed, and he is about to pay the ultimate price at the end 
of this month! We understand why you feel the justice system is unjust, 
but what do you think needs to happen for it to get better? If you 
were the president, what changes would you make for our unjust justice 
system? 



/ am one of those people that feel 
the judicial 'system has let me down. 
Not because I'm In It but because of 
the waif I am portrayed. 




The Justice System 

What is the purpose of the so-called Justice System? 
The purpose is not for the people who break the law to 
get punished, although that is how it may feel to people 
who live in the 8 by 10 cells. The purpose is to guide 
the people who made a bad choice to make the ultimate 
choice. The choice to change, change into a man who 
respects authority in any form: from a person to a law or 
rule, moral or standard. The authority must be a proper 
authority, even if you hate and despite the person whom 
sometimes dictates your path in life. 

That was the purpose. Nowadays the Justice System 
does not believe in rehabilitation. Neither do the parties 
who are associated with the Justice System. Authority is 
given to undeserving people who constantly put down the 
people they chose to 'help.' These people believe the best 
way to 'cure' a criminal is to lock them away and pretend 
that we will not be embittered by their cruelty and in so 
doing become more aggressive and vigorous in the ways 
they desired to change in us. Who then is the criminal? 
The one who commits the crime, or the one who made the 
criminal? People always tell you to take responsibility for 
your actions. When I hear this, I tell them: "I do. Now it is 
your turn to take responsibility for your crime of shaping 
us criminals into what we are today. Every time you hurt 
my mom, you pushed me more towards where 

I am now. Every time you (the justice system) broke 
your promises, you pushed me more. Every time you 
swore at me, did not accept me, didn't listen, didn't take 
the time to ask, to drive me to school, to show me you 
loved me, not just hollow words: you pushed me until 
the day I was so far over that the only way I could come 
back was to leave you behind forever. Yes I committed the 
crime but you taught me to be the criminal. 

-James, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Another articulate and powerful piece. You are right to 
question the Justice System and authority in general, but can you really 
place all the blame of your actions outside of yourself? 
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A Max Visit 



What's wit' it Beat? 

What's wit' all the people as who is reading this who's 
locked up? how you been? 

Well me koo, just stressin' here and there. And to 
make it worse I gotta deal with these janky ass visits. 
Like right now I just got a visit, there was an open booth 
and they still made me call it a wrap after the 30 minutes, 
just cause they can. Well I hope you liked or at least read 
my Beat. I mean... might as well... what else you got to do 
in your room besides kill time or fighting you case? Keep 
your head up and stay solid! 

Visits is hella janky up in max 
I can't even give my mom a hug or even a kiss on her 

face 

I sit on one side of the glass in my place 

She sits on here 

It's so damn jank... they don't even let her bring her 

purse. 

What? They think we gon' smuggle some thangs 

between them walls? 

And when I discuss things wit' my mom 

I gotta speak so loud it damn near hurts my jaw 

Because there's six of us at one time 

And he's as loud as I am 

This shhh is so unfair 

They might as well bring the Lynch law back 

"Look it these, there goes your bag wit' snacks," 

Mom says. "Thanks!" I reply back 

"But don't get too happy... they put a five item limit on 

that. " 

She says fast 

And at last - when you thought it possibly couldn't get 

any worse... 

"Hey you! Juvenile! 30 minutes is up! Time to take it 

up!" 

-Whiteboy, Alameda 

From The Beat: You really break down how those new visits feel, and put 
us right there. You manage to even find humor in a terrible situation. 
This is terrific. 




My Mom Never Gives Up On Me 

I was a rotten teenager. Not your average spoiled, know- 
it-all, not-going-to-clean-my-room, getting-an-attitude- 
cause-I'm 17 type. I was a manipulative, lying, acid- 
tongued monster that realized early on that I could make 
things go my way with a few minor adjustments. A few 
nasty comments here, a lie or two there - many an evil 
glare for a finishing touch. 

Well, for the most part, I was a good kid - a giggly 
tomboy who played sports and who thrived competition 
- a nice way of saying 'somewhat pushy and demanding.' 
My mother who gave birth to me on May 19th, 1990 would 
cry to me: "Please don't push me away. I want to help 
you." I would respond with my best face of stone: "I didn't 
ask for your help. Leave me ALONE!!" My mother began 
to believe I really meant all the hurtful things I would tell 
her. 

Like many girls in high school who were mean and 
manipulative, I was trying to get my way at any cost. So 
the girls in school that I know they were off limits, were 
always the first ones I had to go out with. Sneaking out 
of the house at all hours of the night. Juggling so many 
lies that were always on the very of blowing up in my face. 
Doing many drugs, my only addiction was hatred and my 
only high was inflicting pain. But then I asked myself, 
why? Why the need to hurt? And why the people I cared 
about the most? Why the need for lies? Why did I attack 
my own mother? 

I would drive myself crazy with all the whys until 
one day I exploded. I let loose on my mother - yelling, 
screaming, pushing. This happened on May 19th, 2007. 
I had drank a 40 of Smirnoff vodka to the face. The next 
day I felt like crap, not the hangover but for what I did to 
my mama. Despite all the lies I told her, she still loved 
me. I cried on her shoulder for a good while. I asked her 
why she still loved me after all the horrible things I did to 
her. She just looked up to me, wiped my tears and said: 
"I don't know." Not every mother can be pushed to the 
limits I explored time and times over again and come 
back with feelings of love. 

Unconditional love is the most important and precious 
gift we can give. But being forgiven for the past is the 
most precious gift we can receive. I was one of the lucky 
ones. I know that. I want to extend the gift my mama gave 
me. It's OK to feel pain, to need help, to feel love - just 
feel it without hiding. Come out from under the protective 
corners, from behind the rigid walls and the suffocating 
personas and take a breath of life. I love you mom and I 
will always be there for you. 

-Cupcake, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is an amazing piece that really shows powerful 
self-awareness and a strong writing style. Your recognition of the 
importance of forgiveness and unconditional love is inspiring. With this 
piece, you really seem to be "coming out from behind your walls." We 
can all learn from that sage advice 



Juveniles Tried As Adults 

I don't under stand why are juveniles tried as an adults, 
everybody deserves a second chance. We should be tried 
as an adult when we are 18. 

People change. But if we don't get a second chance, 
we won't be able to change our life and make it better 
than it use to be. 

-Dante, Alameda 

From The Beat: Amen, Amen! We feel you on this, and there are groups 
of young people all over California trying to fight to change the law. 
Maybe you should be out there fighting too, as soon as you're free! 
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What About A Chance of Parole? 

Justice to me means that the consequence that was 
given for whatever is fair or understandable. I believe 
justice is served when there are sentences for your crime. 
I do think that there should always be a chance of people, 
unless you're insane or mentally unstable. 

For example: Tookie Williams. He killed four people 
and was sentenced to death. During his time in San 
Quentin, he totally changed his life and his perspective 
on life. Some people get rehabilitated and have no chance 
of parole, and I believe that is unfair. 

If you get sentenced to prison that is "harm" right 
there, to you and your family because your family goes 
through this hardship until you get out, every step of the 
way — if your lucky. 

If everyone took the law into their own hands the 
world would be chaotic and that's that. I think it really 
depends on the judge because they are all different, and 
would sentence people differently. So you never know if 
the system really is "just." I believe the system is working 
right sometimes, but I can never really tell sometimes, 
because I don't know as much as I should about the law. 

I agree with the justice system handling the 
consequences, because some people are just not right 
in the mind. A "just" system should work with everyone 
being treated equally and getting the right amount of time 
depending on the seriousness of the crime. 

-Travis, Alameda 

From The Beat: You might not know the details of the law yet, but 
judging by the logic and intelligence of this piece, you could grow up 
to be a very successful lawyer. Maybe you could even work to make the 
laws more just! 



Things I Don't Understand 

to be honest, i really don't understand myself, 

sometimes i don't know why i act the way i do. 

how did i get here, and how my life started to get off 

track. 

why i can't seem to get along with anybody 

and why i can't keep a job for more than one month 

why i always gotta fight to prove myself. 

why ain't anybody ever on my side 

why i'm so hard headed and don't listen. 

i just don't understand why i can switch from happy to 

sad in a minute. 

man i just don't understand why people think i got 

issues but maybe i do 

well that's just me. 

-Tajza, Alameda 

From The Beat: Plenty to chew on alone, we bet this would be a whole 
lot easier to talk to someone you trust and is capable of helping you 
understand yourself. We do want to say, you are not alone, but that 
doesn't mean that it is OK. We also want to say until you are ready to 
talk to someone, keep writing for yourself and others! 



American Dream 



Man, the American dream is exactly what it is... a 

dream. 

It's fake, not reality. 

America is supposed to be the land of freedom and 

opportunity, 

but I ain't seen none of it. 

All I seen is crack cocaine, 

fully automatic weapons, poverty, racism, hatred, 

disrespect, ghettos and power trips. 

They try to separate the people. 

Third world countries got more unity than the US. 

All it is, is a dream— you won't never see it. 

America is the land of corruption and traitors. 

Scarface was right — the world is all about money, power 

and respect. 

All I got is loyalty and respect. 

Forget the American dream. 

This is the American life. 

-Birdman, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You may be right, especially if your own community 
is full of crack, weapons, etc. What is your role in it? Can you write 
more about how you formed your opinion that American is filled with 
corruption and traitors? Who, specifically, do you consider corrupt? Who 
is a traitor to the US? 



I Don't Understand 



What I don't understand is why people are killing 
each other over blocks that they don't even own, but I 
know the reason that my block is beefing with another 
block because they did something unnecessary to my 
homie's mom. But I think even that violence got to stop 
even though there's a reason for us to be mad. But this 
nonsense gotta stop before someone that's not even in 
the beef ends up getting shot over nothing. 

-Gb, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You have put your finger directly on the problem: 
people are getting shot over nothing (even innocent people). But more 
important, you've gone even deeper with your thinking by suggesting 
that this killing has to stop even when it involves people who have 
done bad things to others — because killing can always be justified by 
pointing to these bad things. This eye-for-an-eye mentality is wiping out 
an entire generation of young black men, and that's a tragedy that must 
be addressed by every individual with a brain. You have a brain. It is 
rare to read something in The Beat that gets beyond the justifications 
and under the surface of this violence and asks why. 
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The Last Playground 



On hot days I'd go to the playground 

Little kids playin' was the only sound 

Swings and tambark kids of the '90s left our mark 

We played tag and got crazy off candy 

Told we'd get in trouble, 'cause our hair so sandy 

Going across the street was always a dare 

It was done by the big kids 

But we thought they just didn't care 

Cussing was a no-no and we never did it right 

Told not to call nobody a "witch" 

'Cause it would cause a fight 

Stayin' out late was considered eight 

If moms call ya name, then ya better break 

Throwin' rocks at random cars 

'Cause they didn't seem to have bars 

But at the end of every day, we was always tight 

We growing up quick, and that ain't right 

-Jordan, Marin 

From The Beat: Great poem. Do those days when you were really young 
seem sweet and simple then, compared with your life now? What is your 
life on the outs like now? 



The Trial 

A blow and he's down 

There's blood on the ground 

The victim sleep 

The killer is found 

Two mothers cry 

With tears profound 

One for the living 

And one for the dead 

One at the burial 

A tribute is read 

One at the trials 

Where justice is fed 

"Guilty as charged," the verdict is read 

You've earned your place with the rest of the dead 

-Creeper, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: You're so right. Creeper, the true victims of the war 
the children are waging in the streets are their long-suffering mothers. 
And, like you say, there are always two sets of victims who pay the 
price when their children act out of their own selfish needs and desires, 
without giving a thought to those they are leaving behind. 



Things I Don't Understand 

Things I don't understand are why the judge and other 
people always think they know what's best for me! The 
only person that knows wha's best for me is ME! No one 
else. 

I know they're trying to "help" me, but not everything 
they recommend helps every individual in this weak-ass 
place! If I want to change, then I'll change on my own. I 
don't need a phony-ass program that the judge and DA 
thinks is best for me to help my problem. You have to 
help yourself, and only if you want to change. 

I personally do want to change, so I'm going to help 
myself by doing what I think is best for me, not the 
judge! 

-Angel, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We agree with everything in this piece, though its hard 
to agree that you know what's best for yourself when your actions have 
put you under the control of all these people who think they know 
what's best for you, from the cops to the judge to the PO. In other 
words, while your words are great, the consequences of your deeds is 
what you have to live with. Sometimes you just have to do what the 
judge thinks is best for you, because to do anything different is to put 
yourself deeper into the hole. But since you do want to change (the 
absolutely necessary first step to making that change), what we're most 
interested in is just how you plan to help yourself. 






Damn, Man! 



\ 



This goes out to all the boys and girls from San Francisco. 
This yo' hater free boy Los writing from the maximum 
security unit in here at YGC. 

Today I want to touch a very delicate topic. Most of 
the guys that write for The Beat Within that do make it 
to "weekly writings" are so hypocrite and write about "I 
want to go to school... I want to be good and go home... I 
learned my lesson." 

Then they be like, "I'm tired of this staff.... Huuuu!.... 
The staff trying to play me for my rec... Eff the police!" 

Hello! I'm a say this, and I've said it before: "Wake up 
stupid silly asses!" This is jail, this ain't Disneyland. Jail 
is made for you to hate it, not like it. 

And stop saying "Forget the police! They play me!" 
No! The police didn't bring you here, you brought yourself 
over here. And stop being hypocrite. Don't say you are a 
"changed young man," prove it! Shut up, and do it! Don't 
bark, bite... then I'll believe you are the "dawg." And stop 
accusing staff at the halls because even if you are right, 
they always going to say you are wrong! 

Please don't say you are going to change, just do it. 
You are locked up. Of course none of us like to be locked 
up! I did my crime so now I'm paying for what I did, and I 
deserve it. You have to be humble at juvenile hall. If staff 
tell you "get out of the shower" don't say, "WHAT! Man, 
I'm taking a shower!" You got to be like, "Oh. OK, yes 
sir." 

I advise you, get on your knees, put your palms 
together and look up in da sky and PRAY TO GOD to help 
you, 'cause most of you say you changed, but when you 
hit the outs, it's something else, man! 

-C-Los, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You are right in many ways, mainly because you're 
asking people to accept responsibility for their actions. But are there 
people that don't deserve to be in there? If so, should they also stop 
complaining about doing time? What do you think someone can do to 



Money Dreams 

I dream about having lots of money for my family, and 
taking care of my baby when I have one. I want to go to 
school and get an education. I want to learn a lot of math 
and deal with money. I want to be a legal man with a good 
job. I want to be successful in life. 

-Qp, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Whether you end up with lots of money or not, at least 
your thinking tells us that you're ready to do the necessary preparation 
to achieve that goal. That education you want is not just the key to 
materialistic riches, it is also the key to riches of the mind and the spirit. 
Go for it. 



Love may cause a pain inside your heart that you never 

felt 

It may cause your heart to stop breathing and pumping 

blood 

Love may hurt so many others and make them cry weep 

and think of why you are gone just one second later. 

Love makes me stop and think and realize how many 
lives that love freezes and paralyzes. So watch who you 
love because they may cause you your life. 

-Corey, Durango, Maricopa County, Arizona 

From The Beat: What a powerful statement. There is certainly good and 
healthy love and then dangerous and abusive love which is not even 
classified as love at all. Healthy love is when two people care about 
each other and want to help each other grow. There are people out 
there who are dangerous and will pretend to love but actually they are 
controlling and selfish and this is not love 
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College: My American Dream 

My American Dream is to go to college. I want to get 
my AA and BA in culinary. Also, my masters in business 
ownership. I want to go to Spain and practice culinary in 
Spain. I want to create a restaurant called "Delights of 
the Poly Nation." I want to live in New Zealand and build 
a house and create a family. I want to do right and be a 
better person, and help change the world. 

-Halo, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We love your dreams because they are outside the usual 
box. We would love to eat at your Poly Nation restaurant. (What's your 
cooking specialty?) As for being a better person, that is a goal all of us 
should aspire to. 



I Don't Understand 









This Winderfil Wuan 



\ 



I don't' understand nothing. Basically what I'm saying is 
when I go to court I don't understand shhh they be saying. 
They be talking all that college shhh and I ain't even 
finished high school. Another thing I don't understand is 
why they think they know what's best for us. They don't 
even know us or where we come from for real. But yeah 
though, I'ma get at y'all. 

-Poon.G, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We agree that the language used in a courtroom is 
a real problem for many people to understand. Its not just "college" 
vocabulary, its very legal language that even college graduates often 
don't understand. Do you have any suggestions that would reduce this 
problem? Of course, its true that the people who are making decisions 
about your lie may not know what's best for you, but when we see you 
giving those people the power to decide your future, then we have to 
wonder if you know what's best for you either... 



I 



Let me tell you about this magical person. 

She can explain her anger without a word of cursin', 

even though she stay stressin'. 

Let me tell you about this wonderful woman. 

It seems that she is ready for the world 

even before the day begins. 

Let me tell you about this person I know. 

Even though I am away, 

she refuses to let the pain show. 

Let me tell you about this strong human being. 

Even though I'm here, she loves coming to see me. 

So without further delay. . . 

it is my personal pleasure to introduce my wonderful 

mother. 

-Giovanni, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: What a wonderful introduction to a wonderful person. 
Not everybody is as blessed as you to have someone this strong in their 
corner. Now, it's time for you to be in her corner as well. You feel us? 



My American Dream 

My American Dream doesn't even involve a pocket full 

of green, 

No diamonds will be glistening or shining. 

My American Dream is filled with family, happiness and 

love 

Showing love to my people that are watchin' above 

My American Dream doesn't need to have dope, liquor or 

drugs 

All I need is my folks to catch me a buzz 

My American Dream is just... a dream 

And until I'm released, I'm'a stay dreaming 

-Giovanni, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is more than "just" a dream, Giovanni. This is a 
declaration, a commitment to a different future, and it is one that you 
can achieve. Your "dream" reminds us of a quotation by the great Irish 
social critic and writer of the last century, George Bernard Shaw, who 
said: "Some men see things as they are and say, 'Why?' I dream of things 
that never were and say, 'Why not?'" 



Bird Cage 



A bird is caught and sold 

Solid in a cage 

To live in a house to entertain the residents 

They sit there in the cage all day all night flightless 
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there 
The bird is forced to lie in the cage to die a lonely death. 

-Elisi, Alameda 

From The Beat: There's so much depth and sadness in this short poem 
that we don't know where to start. Everyone locked up must feel like 
this bird sometimes - do you? And if so, how will you become the 
phoenix that arises from the ashes of this feeling? 









Accept What? 

En wind, relax, go deep 

Don't sleep 

Don't eat 

Wars over religion 

Brains in different dimensions 

Freedom on suspension 

All from spoken word 

These dictators 

That make they own laws 

Support they own cause 

Made up lies 

Like the Easter Bunny 

And Santa Claus 

Just to distract 

All from the truth 

But that's why 

We have black leaders 

Like MLK and Malcolm X 

To step up to the booth 

We have no clue 

Why we are oblivious 

To the truth 

Numb to the feeling of killing 

Okay with the rays of pain 

But the controller down 

And push "pause" 

On your video game 

These fake believers 

Thinking that Jesus never came! 

In a world 

Where skin color matters 

But, really 

We all bleed the same 

They sold us a dream 

And now we believe the game 

Sell the white rock 

And watch our mama bleed 

For the fame 

It's the same program 

Except they just 

Changed the name 

They point the finger at us 

And we accept the blame 

Damn, Dark Side 

-Dark Side, San Francisco 

From The Beat: It sounds like most of the adults and/or the big homies 
in your life, abused, misled, betrayed and/or abandoned you. Now 
that you've seen through the lies, how do you maintain the incredible 
heart you have for the world? Where do you get your strength? Your 
inspiration? 
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Things I Don't Understand 

What's good with The Beat Within? Me, shhh, just chillin' 
keepin' lit, ya' heard. 

It's a lot of things I don't understand in life. First off I 
don't know why people in general look at all young males 
as criminals because where we live or just the people we 
hang around all day. 

Oh man, I just almost forgot earlier today I was working 
crew with some of the homies and a ninja that was workin' 
with me was hella hungry. He had a hot dog, cough on his 
shhh because he didn't want anyone to take his stuff, 
but one of the thugs took his stuff and threw it on the 
ground and he ain't do nothing about it. I'm not saying 
he a punk or anything, but that's hella disrespectful and 
I don't understand why he didn't do nothing. And I don't 
understand why the person took his stuff and threw it on 
the ground. 

I don't understand why I keep comin' back to juvenile 
but I know in a couple months I'll be 18 so its not gon' be 
no more juvy for me bay boy. 

That's all I got for y'all this week so get back at the 
thug beast boy. 

-Young Bundy San Francisco 

From The Beat: We don't understand some of the things you don't 
understand either. People have very different ways of dealing with 
situations, so maybe you wouldn't have handled yourself like the 
person you mentioned, but we can't knock him for handling it the way 
he did. Maybe he didn't want to get in trouble. Why do you think people 

Llook at all young males as criminals because of where they live or who 
they hang around? Have you ever thought something about someone 
because of where they were from and found out it wasn't true? (Its good 
to see you writing seriously again...) 



lagical Men 

Well I really don't think that there is a magical person 

But there is some people that got mad talent 

And some people got that magic that just make you 

wanna change. 

The men that is magical in my life, 

The wonderful and magical men up in my life 

Makes me wanna change. 

The first man in my life would be my father. 

Well my father makes me happy, 

And I think that he is the only man that has not broke 

my heart 

Yeah I know it's because he is my father. 

I don't have any magical men, magical men in my life 

flies high in the sky. 

When I'm with one of them a lot of stuff flies by 

Just like I'm the one in the car doing the drive by 

Sometimes when I'm with the one that has my heart 

It make me wanna cry. 
He has my heart locked up it makes me wanna die. 

It's always been so right so high 

And my feeling about my magical person I just can't 

hide. 

But that's not the only thing that I have to hide 

Sometimes I always have to hide my pride. 

That's when my daddy comes in and make me happy 

Like I said no one is magical but God. 

You will never now which one really holds the key 

But I'm makin' sure nobody has the key to me. 

But if there is a magical person 

We will have to wait and see... 

-Star, Alameda 

From The Beat: We had to break up your piece into lines of poetry - 
because what you wrote is so haunting and heartfelt and it really read 
like a poem. It seems like so far - you've had too much heartbreak from 
the men in your life, and maybe right now, it's about recognizing your 
own magic so that one day you can be with a guy worthy of you, who 
treats you with respect. 












Magical People 
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The people that I think that are magical is my mother my 
father because they had brought me in this world. They 
didn't raise me but they brought me in this world. 

My girl is magical because she is out there surviving 
by herself. She doesn't have me by her side every day like 
she used to. 

I think myself is magical because back in the day I 
have been shot at and if it wasn't for me thinking, I could 
have been dead. 

God is the most magical person because He gave his 
only begotten son for us and people is not appreciating 
that. If people don't think He is magical than they are 
tripping. 

-Lil' David, San Francisco 

From The Beat: Who raised you? Was their magic in that, too? We 
appreciate your love for God and His highest magic, but we wonder 
whether you're truly respecting His creation when you're out there 
doing what you do. Maybe His magic protected you from that bullet, 
but also maybe His magic sent that bullet in your direction to remind 
you that all of His creation needs to be respected. 



Dear Bra 



I'm sorry that your mama passed on, 

But keep her in your mind like a slow jam song, 

Keep your head and your shoulders up high, 

Look up to the sky, and you'll know why, 

Your mama was there in the blink of an eye, 

She completed her duty as a wonderful being, 

She lived a long life and had to leave, 

You know she loves you and wants you to stay strong, 

Do right so you can live long, 

Your purpose in life is what you believe in, 

But your mom will always be there, 

In the mind, heart and spirit. 

Think of this like this, 

She in heaven, 

Where the streets are golden, 

Everybody's got a mansion, 

And guess what, 

It just don't get no better." 

I will always be there for you 

-Halo, San Francisco 

From The Beat: This is a very sweet letter of comfort to someone who's 
lost the most important connection any of us has in this life, the 
connection to our mothers. But, as you point out so well, he hasn't 
really lost the connection at all because she will always be with him 
"in the mind, heart and spirit." This piece only proves what we already 
know about you, and that is that you have a very big mind, heart and 
spirit! 



Things I Don't Understand 

Is why these boys got females out there 

late night running the street, 

knowing dang well they ain't had shhh to eat. 

While she still out there 

he in the room beating his meat. 

This shhh make me so mad, I can feel the heat. 

And when she didn't bring in enough money she know 

she 'bout to get beat. 

She like that girl Peaches off "Too Beautiful For Words" 

Took that money to the landlord 

...knowing it wasn't hers. 

-Star 

From The Beat: This poem/flow/rant is so deep, for lots of reasons: 
1) the rage and skill of your delivery 2) the wisdom of comparing to 
the doomed heroine of the book 'Too Beautiful For Words" and how it 
relates to what you see 3) because that book is based on the song of 
an older Oakland rapper/poet, and it flew its way to you... a younger 
Oakland poet! Rock on. 
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The Judge Will Decide 



Dis ya boi Payaso back for the fourth time. I been up in 
dis place for one month already. Damn! I messed up hella 
bad. I ran from my house last year in September. I was on 
the run for nine months until I turned myself in in June. 

I came in thinking da best was gonna happen, dat I 
was gonna get to go home again. But I thought wrong. Da 
judge said out of home placement, so she tryna send me 
to my aunt's house. So my PO did a background check on 
her and went to go see her house, and everything came 
out good. But my PO still tryna send me to a grouper. 
Dat's messed up. He ain't tryna give me a chance to be 
wit' my fam. 

I just hope for the best when I go to court on the 8th 
of August. After all, it ain't up to my PO, it's up to da 
judge, 'cause she's the one who wants to send me over 
there. So whatever happens happens, you feel me. 

I wanna say wa'sup to all my ninjas that's in here. 
Keep yo' heads up. 

-Payaso, San Francisco 

From The Beat: We suppose that when you chose to run, you gambled 
on your future, and now the dice are not coming up the way you want 
them to. What does your PO tell you by way of explanation for not 
wanting to send you to your aunts house? Is it just that you ran before, 
or is there more to it? Whether you go to a group home or to your aunts 
home, have you made some decisions about your own future, and how 
you can accomplish what you want? What's your plan? 



I Just Don't Get It... 

Hypocrisy, insincerity, apathy; how can people let 
themselves fall into these traps. I do understand anger, 
sadness and frustration, but we can avoid these too. 
People give up too easily, they don't realize how strong 
they are. 

I want to apologize to The Beat for what I wrote last 
week- when I write to the beat I am really just writing to 
those incarcerated, trying to spread hope; and that piece 
did just the opposite. 

-Monk 

From The Beat: You deliver such a sweet yet inspiring piece Monk. You 
have our respects. Of course we accept your apology too. We hope you 
never give up on yourself and you figure a way out from this madness 
as you continue to teach the incarcerated from whatever side of the 
fence you are on 



Being Locked Up 






Girl's crying, 

Her man's lying. 

In the unit summer days are cold, 

You got no one but yourself to hold. 

Being locked up ain't a place to be, 

Sometimes your inmates are your enemies. 

But you can't really trust anyone in here, 

'Cause they say one thing, then next disappear. 

Your time will only drag if you put a hold to yourself, 

So stop hiding like a shoebox on your shelf. 

Don't let your inmates get you down, 

Just be strong and stand your ground. 

It hella sucks when you see moms crying, 

Makin' collect calls hearin' dad's dying. 

That's why being locked up ain't the place to be, 

'Cause really you should be home with your family. 

So don't let time ruin you. 

-Eddie's Girl(Layla), Santa Clara 

From The Beat: What a great poem, full of the grief of loclcdown, but 
also the beauty that comes when a talented person writes the truth, 
from the heart. Keep them coming, and remember that for you, holding 
on to a pencil and paper will help you keep that time from doing you. 



I Wanna Be Rich 
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My "American Dream" is to become rich. 

I wanna be able to own my own beauty salon. 

I've been doing hair since I was 12 years old. 

So now it's a hobby to me. 

My momma always told me that I should start charging 

people (even if it is $20). 

Now I wanna make it happen make it as my job. 

I know I have to finish up high school, 

then two years of cosmetology school/college to be able 

to get my license so I can do hair. While I'm doing what I 

doing I will be saving up my money. 

I will be styling in a small apartment, 

driving a clean "bucket" and go shopping only when I 

really need to. 
By the time I turn 35 I will have enough to buy a Benz 

and a big house, 

which is not going to be in Oakland, not that it's bad, 

it just that I been here all my life and it's time to see 

something new. 

-Cobbra, Alameda 

From The Beat: We love your dream and we hope there is nothing that 
will get in your way to becoming a hair stylist. You also understand it 
will take a major sacrifice to get the things you want, you go! 



Justice 



Rehabilitation is justice and revenge is a crime. 

Rehabilitation should not be lengthened 

or shortened by a time - sentence, 

it should be based only on the changes you make. 

Inevitably you must be tested numerous times to 

prove sincerity however, which is where we encounter 

problems. 

It wouldn't work, but this is how is should be. 

We could at least make a better effort at rehabilitation 

-Monk, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: Thoughtful response to the topic. We hope one day the 
system will be courageous enough to change, so that more people can 
make honest changes in their lives. We see many people through The 
Beat Within, who have changes their ways, but given how the law 
will never et that chance at the free world, now that's a tragedy. 



u 



Life On The Street 



Can you understand my pain, or do you just think you 
can? Put yourself in my position if your life along with 
your families was treated every day would you possess 
a gun also? Having the only income in the house to rent 
you will be forced to get money to survive. People look 
at us as thugs but I see us more as survivors 
Looking from the outside we're bad people who commit 
crimes, criminals. 

Step into my shoes for one day let your little cousin 
get killed in front of you. Someone you really love taken 
away from you in seconds. 

80% of the young people need a gun because without 
one you are considered slippin' and that will get you 
robbed or killed. My life is too short for someone else to 
take it from me and I will by any means protect myself. 

Where I'm from family will kill their own family over 
money, respect, or just to plainly keep living. 

-Dwaine, Alameda 

From The Beat: Nothing can make another person truly know how you 
feel - but this powerful piece comes really close... and these shoes you 
make us where sound like the wrong place to be - you've been put in 
some terrible situations. No one should have to live like this - with that 
much fear and grief. Ever. Our fear is that you may also put yourself in 
some terrible situations as well - are you living recklessly because of all 
you've seen and gone through? 



SIWl 



7 nn 




MSf // 



American Dream 
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My American dream is to go to school and take care my 
lil' son and give my son what I did not get from my dad. I 
want to show him what is wrong and not, so he will not go 
to hall and stay a free man. Like his mom and get a high 
school diploma. 

-Jacqua 

From The Beat: What a wonderful dream to have. This is one of those 
dreams that is entirely in your hands to achieve. What did you not get 
from your dad that you will give to your son. But most important, how 
can you give your son the most important thing of all — a father to 
grow up with — if you do the things that let the system take you away 
from him? 



It Coats Back Around 



X 



What goes around come around ...What this mean to 
me is that if you are hitting licks, robbing people, selling 
drugs, doing anything against the law, now you can't 
expect nothing in the long run to happen to you in a good 
way. 

It might come to you in a bigger way than ever - maybe 
to one of your family members, that might get killed, shot 
or anything. But we don't think of it that way, ever. So 
what goes around comes around. 

I've had this happen, but not in a very bad way. What 
I do hurts people and it comes around sooner or later: 
Like someone broke in my mom's car, stole some laptops, 
stole my brother's bikes, but that's nothing major but it 
came back so that's how I look at it. 

Or, sometimes the good will come back: Like I'll 
help a homeless person, drive somebody some place, 
give people I trust money, etc. and some way or another, 
sooner or later, it will come back. 

-Lonnie, Alameda 

From The Beat: Some people call this karma. Good action makes for 
good karma; bad action makes for bad karma. Its almost like you get 
back to the world what you give to it... kinda crazy huh? We hope you 
get good karma for putting your thoughts down this way for The Beat, 
and for sharing your insights! 



RIP My Babe Eddie 



(Dec. 22, '89-July 26, c 07] 

Well yeah what's up! This that Samoan & Tongan Teine 
(girl) up in this unit kickin' back! 

Well yeah I lost my babe like three days ago, and I 
hella miss him. I've been reminiscing on times we spent 
together, and how he would always tell me to stop the 
gang life and focus on school and family, but I wouldn't 
listen. 

I love my baby boy, being wit' him made me happy, he 
would put a smile on my face even when we would argue. I 
was in love wit' him since 6th grade, and since then we've 
been happy. I'll never forget my one and only lover. 

Babe it's hard to not shed tears while reminiscing on 
good, bad, and crazy times, but I try because you always 
told me to always be strong and keep my head up no 
matter what happen to you. I try babe! I will always love 
and you are always on my mind. I will have a happy family 
in the future and a husband, but no one will ever replace 
you. 

Always and forever, each moment with you. 

-Layla, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We're so sorry you lost a person you cared so much 
about, and we feel honored that you chose to memorialize him in The 
Beat. You say that he wanted you to get out of the gang life... you can 
honor his memory by following his advice now. It came from his love... 
RIP Eddie. 




Things I Don't Understand 
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I don't understand why the justice system is so hard on 
juveniles. We are all kids about to turn into men. Also if 
you're with your friends and they will just lock you up 
for that same crime your friends did. The police assume 
if you're in a group they going to just take you in and 
torture you in the station. I was held in the police garage 
handcuffed sitting on the concrete ground for six hours. 
Trying to get you to write a statement and shhh. I don't 
get why they do that shhh. Can somebody answer why the 
police do that? 

-Chinese Boi, San Francisco 

From The Beat: The only answer we can give you is that they do it 
because they can. Not that its right. Not that it is just. But that it 
happens to "kids" who the public doesn't care enough about to raise a 
fuss. We know the police often operate in the way you describe, so what 
we don't understand is why you would put yourself in their hands to 
begin with. We have to wonder if you did anything to land yourself in 
this situation. Of course, if you are entirely "innocent", then we hope, 
when you get out of the situation you're currently in, you will write 
a much longer piece describing all that happened, including how you 
were picked up without doing anything wrong, the names of the police 
officers (if you know those names), how you were "tortured" in the 
station for six hours, etc., and find a newspaper reporter interested in 
your story. The sad truth is that people have been complaining about 
things like this for a very long time, but little changes. So don't count 
on getting answers to what you don't understand. Instead, make your 
own personal changes so that you won't find yourself in this situation 
again. 



on 



Best Friends 



Afraid of being without my best friend... 

Every time I spell his name out in the ceiling. 

Inside this box... 



And remember the day I spent with him by his block... 

Us chillin'... 

Talkin' about the homie who recently passed a year 

back... 

I could see all the tears he held back... 

Just by brining back the good 4 ol days... 

When the homie made it all good for us... 

Looking into my best friend's brown eyes... 

I'd seen the sorrow... 

All the pain... 

Because no longer is his lil' brother around,... 

To make him laugh... 

To let know he got his back... 

But I let my best friend know. . . 

He watching over him... 

Every single small to big move... 

His lil' Brother watching over him... 

In return of all the watchings he had on him... 

He misses him... 

His brown eyes let it be known... 

But I'm here to let him know... 

Just the way he counted on Bernardo... 

He count on me... 

Bernardo watchin' over you... 

RIP 

Sharky aka Joker 

I miss you and love you best friend... 

I'm afraid lyou... 

-Vaga, San Francisco 

From The Beat: To have a friend as beloved as this boy is to you is like 
a treasured gift for both of you. We're sorry he lost his brother and 
protector, and we hope you can at least partly take his place. But one 
thing is for sure — as long as you're locked up, you can't play this vital 
role in his life. That means that when you walk out of here, if you don't 
keep yourself free, you'll be indirectly telling him that other things were 
more important to you than his friendship. 
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Summer 
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Wa'sup wit' The Beat? You know me, doing what I got to 
do to survive. My homie and I holding it down in the most 
crackingest unit. For y'all that don't know, it's unit 3. 

On the outs, Man, it's really way better than being in 
here. I bet everybody agrees with me on that. Families 
out there having the time of their lives for this lovely 
summer. Not for me though. I been here since two days 
before summer started and been here since. Basically I've 
been here for the whole summer. 

My friends and family missing me, want me to go 
home, but I don't be listening. My goal is that when I get 
out, to stay out and go to school and show my mom that 
I can do it. But for now, I'ma keep ma head up high and 
laugh at these hatin'-ass suckas. They know what it I, 
Man, ain't even gotta tell 'em. 

But yeah, Beat, I got to back to my phony-ass cell now 
hope y'all enjoyed this and I'm out. 

-Nino, San Francisco 

From The Beat: You say you aren't listening when they tell you to go 
home, but if you follow through on your goals — especially to go to 
school — then you really were listening! By the way, there's nothing 
phony about your cell. It's real. That's exactly why you want to avoid 






His SHI is Startini li Get Ti Me 

What's up Beat, this your boy Turk. This shhh is starting 
to get to me. I hate being in here. I hate people that don't 
know me tryin' to tell me what to do. But you know what? 
It's my fault I'm in here, that's why sometimes I hate 
myself because I put myself in here. And that's why, when 
I'm in that so called- room that's really a dog's cell I think 
about my life. 

Where did I go wrong? I know where I went wrong 
- when I stopped going to school I went wrong, when 
I started being on the block I went wrong, when I just 
stopped giving a shhh 

But anyways, you know when people say "just change 
your life" I think to myself, I wish it was just that easy. 
But that shhh is hella hard to change some thing you 
been doing, all your life. But I just leave it up to God. 

But until then, I'm gonna keep it movin'. RIP J5 and 
Ant, heaven's newest stunna. 

-Turk, Alameda 

From The Beat: At The Beat, we're guilty of what you say, typing out 
"change your life" in all these editorial responses. And you know what, 
you're right, it's not easy to do. If it were easy, then everyone would be 
doing it. So that means that you have to look deep down inside yourself 
and ask: Do I have the strength inside that it would take to dig myself 
out of this? And do I have the desire? Tell us next week. Do you? 



Coming To Terms With My Life 

Things I don't understand is why I keep coming back to jail. I been to jail ten 
times and still ain't got the picture. Every time I came to jail, the staff always say 
you back home, youngsta". 

I feel hella stupid. I spent the last two years of my birthday in a locked facility 
over dum shhh. 

I have a three month-old son that I need to be home wit'. Everyday I wake up I 
feel like I need to be at home wit' my son doing something positive. 

I'm going to camp for six months and when I get out my son will be nine 
months. I'm mad at myself because I'm suppose to be at home watchin' my son 
growin' by the months. I can't wait to be free and be wit my son and my female. 

I'm 18 years-old and still I live the life of a youngsta. 

-Hoochie, Alameda 

From The Beat: We are proud of you because it takes a lot of courage to say "I want to change". The 
birth of your son has been a wake-up call to you. Feel good about the fact that you are getting real in 
your life. When you are done with camp, you will be ready to begin the work of being a good father 
and holding yourself to a higher standard. Hopefully you will celebrate your next birthday as a free 
— in. Keep in touch with us and let us know how its going. 



tfoukHow what? It's 
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The Legal System 

The justice system right now is messed up. They 

wrongly imprison people who have not committed a 

crime 

and many people who have committed a crime go free. 

I, for one, have been wrongfully imprisoned but I can't 

be mad. It's not like I've never done anything wrong. 

I was gonna get caught up sooner or later. But people 

sit back and complain when they've been caught up and 

imprisoned. But I say, instead of complain what could 

you do to make things better? What can you come up 

with that is better than what we have currently and is 

still possible and fair for everyone? I wish I had the 

answer but I don't. 

So instead of everyone complaining about how unfair 

things are, people should think first if they could come 

up with something better. If not, 

then follow the rules until you can come up with a better 

situation. 

-Chino, Santa Clara 



wrongfully convicted, that you understand why the system is in place. 
As always, your work reflects your wisdom. 






Survival: My American Dream 

My American Dream is to survive the ghetto where I stay 
because they shoot around there all the time. 

My other dream is to stack up ma dough and finish 
school ASAP, and don't come back to juvie. Another thing 
is to do right and get ma life together for ma family, true 
friends, and ma main girl. I'm tired of living the grimy life, 
and they all want me to do right. They always tell me to 
stay outta trouble and truly, I try my hardest too. 

And ma last one is when I get out, Fm'a get me a job 
so I can be busy 

during the day, instead of doing nothing and hopefully 
get ma own spot. So that's all I gotta say. A'ight then 
Beat. 

-Twon, San Francisco 

From The Beat: A'ight, then, Twon, we really admire this piece because 
it tells that you've thought about your own life and what you want out 



results to change. That tells us that you are maturing. Your dreams are 
all within your power to attain, if you keep this goal in front of you all 
the time, and don't allow yourself to get tempted by the many things 
that can bring you down once you are out of here. You're right to think 
about what you owe your family and your girl, but its what you owe 
yourself that we hope will keep your feet planted firmly on this new 
path. Good luck! 
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Regrets 

In these last two years, I have brought so many regrets 
into my life. The one thing I regret the most is getting 
myself involved in the system. Once you get in the system, 
it's so hard to get out. I've been here twelve times now, 
and I don't even know what it's like to have a real home 
anymore. A real life. 

To be honest with you, since I've started going to 
these group homes, I've really had a hard time changing 
my life. How does a group home help you? You live in a 
house with a bunch of criminals! If I was given one more 
chance to go home, I would take that opportunity and 
turn my whole life around. For real. 

Maybe if the judge knew the real me, I would get 
another chance. But he knows the kid that's on that 
paper. That's all I got for today. Keep it solid Beat, 

-Looney, Alameda 

From The Beat: Judging from this piece, the "real you" sounds like a 
person who would have enough inner strength to get through a group 
home even if its terrible. What do you think? Can you do it? 



Make A Plan 



This is my second time here and it's about that time I get 

that sweet taste of freedom once again. 

The first time I got locked up, I was so concentrated on 

getting 

out that I didn't stop to think of a plan to stay out. This 

time I realize that the reason why two-thirds of us come 

back is simply because we don't make a plan that will 

keep us from coming back. 

From what I've seen and heard and gained from my 

experience here is 

that we have the power to make our own choices. It's 

up to us as individuals to make the choices to say out. 

What's your plan? 

-Bobblehead, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is such great advice, not only for those of you who 
are locked up, but for all of us. Having a plan in life can help us stay out 
of trouble and feel focused in life. 



Second Time In, Last Time In 

Jail was supposed to be boring.... It was the first time. 
For some reason it's fun to me now. Don't get me wrong, 
I mean I wanna so home, back to my mom and my lil* 
brother. I don't want him to end up like me. 

I'm just makin the best outta my situation, ya feel 
me? Most people say they home sick. I am too but, I'm 
hood sick, I miss the homies for real. But no need to be 
sad I think I'm getting out soon. 

In writing these three days before court, so wish me 
luck! When I get out I'm gonna play it cool, but I mean it 
for real. 

I'm going to start school again and I'm gonna sign up for 
volunteer work. (Not court orders) I'm gone keep it solid 
with yall 

I'm still gonna smoke and all that other good, good 
but I know if I put my heart in It I will stick to it. my 
six year old brother really looks up to me when I cut my 
ankle monitor and was about to turn my self in my little 
brother said " bye LJ have fun at 

Juvenile Halls I'll miss you". That crushed my whole 
world I'm holding back my tears 

Right now.... 

-Hitter, Alameda 

From The Beat: This piece made us need to hold back tears too. But you 
have so much support: Your baby brother, your mom, your dreams for 



"hood sick," because hood life is making you sick. It could kill you if you 
don't quit running the streets! 



My American Dream... 



\ 



Wha'sup with y'all? I'm still here, but let's see what my 
mind has today. . . 

I The American Dream to me is when you are a 

successful person and you feel you done good with 
yourself. My American Dream is to go to college and 
become a graduate. My American Dream is to be "Free", 
get out of the system, 'cause we all know the system ain't 
right. 

I want to be free. I want to walk down the street 
without ever looking behind my back. 

-Serg, San Francisco 

From The Beat: That's a very good dream to have. We believe that 
education is important if you don't want to come back to jail. How many 
credits do you need to graduate? Once you graduate high school what 
will your plans be then? What would you like to study in college? 



Life inside these walls means nothing, 

But on the outs, what does it really mean? Is it biftfer 
or is it the same? 

At most it's the same, because on the outs I'm confined 
to my hood, unless I gotta ride for my hood, which will get 
me confined back in these walls.... which makes my life 
go around in a circle 

In turn my life has come full circle — both the lives 
I live, inside or out, are actually the same, filled with 
gangbangin'. And since I have strikes pending, it's like 
inside or out I'm looking down the barrel of a gun. So 
in all life is messed up whether or not I'm behind these 
walls or in the street. Livin' a messed up life, so what is 
life? I still have no answer, but I know inside or out it's a 
messed up life. 

-Indio, Alameda 

From The Beat: Lots of people are stuck in the exact position you 
describe, but not everyone has sharp eyes like yours to help them see 
it. It's sort of like your trapped behind concrete walls in here, mental 
walls in there. Because your commitment to gangbanging is a mental 
commitment. So what would a key look like - a key that could get you 
out of your mental commitment and give you at taste of real freedom? 



Magical people 

Day by day waiting to resolve my court case. Just 
chilling up in here thinking about the magical people in 
my lives. 

Even though I'm locked up, I wet some coo' inmates 
in here, met some guy who knows how to draw real good. 
Met some guy who plays ball real good. Met a guy who I 
can relate to a lot. Met a guy who sees a duck with horns. 
Met a guy who make people laugh a lot. 

A lot of people in here are magical. Everyone has their 
own skills and qualities that make them coo' the way they 
are. 

I didn't think I'd meet people like this in here, and also 
someone who helps we through my troubles everyday... 
even when I don't want the help. My mom. She gives me 
non-stop unconditional love, and also my sister, who 
always gives me tough love and is reaching her goals and 
not allowing anything to stop here. My inspiration, my 
motivation. 

Last but not least my dad. Always knows what's right 
for me and helps me even though I turned my back on 
him. I'm sorry dad. 

-Viet Tiger, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: We really like this piece you created about magical 
people. Its a beautiful quality to see the good in people, especially 
people who are in bad positions. This is what we see too and why we 
do The Beat Within each and every week. We truly hope you have the 
power and desire to live free of the system and make something out of 
your young life. 
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I know too many people dead and locked up. I've been In hoth Maxjmm 
security units and Know three to four people In each one. 



American Dream 



N 



An American Dream is something that you should 
cherish and hold on to. I have two American Dreams 
that I cherish. I want to play professional football. 
I also have made a back up plan in case I don't make 
it. So my other dream is to be a real estate agent and 
hopefully one day have my own company. In order to 
complete any of my dreams, I have to go to college 
first. 

My American Dream has always been to play football 
for a professional team! I have been playing football 
since I was six years old. I play running back and a 
lot of people tell me that I can make it if I stay on 
the right path. So I am going to try my best to do so. 

Another dream of mine is to be a real estate agent, 
and hopefully have my own company one day. I have two 
dreams because I was told that I need to have a back 
up plan if I don't make it to the league. 

In order for me to achieve any of my dream I would 
have to go to college and be successful in college. I 
am currently enrolled in CSM (Community College of 
San 

Mateo). I will be studying real estate and business 
advertising when I get there. When I finish I will 
attempt to get a job at a real estate office. 

In conclusion, one of my dreams is pretty farfetched. 
That's why I have a back up plan, because I try to 
think realistically. Hopefully, I can achieve both of 
my dreams and become very wealthy one day. 

- Jamar, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: This is one of the smartest plans/dreams that we have 
heard in a long time. What is a dream if it doesn't have something 
fantastical about it? But its the practical part that is the most impressive. 
Good luck with your future! 





Things I Don't Understand 

There are a lot of things that I don't understand 

that go on around us. But one thing I don't understand 

is why are people always trying to put you down? 

I grew up having nothing until I got old enough to 
make 

my own money. My parents didn't provide for me as 
much 

as I needed, so I had to make my own. 
Every step I took in life, there's always someone trying 
to tell me 

something. They would say things because they see me 
coming up and themselves going down. The sad thing 
about it was it was my own blood trying to get me 
down. 

When I do something good, it never got appreciated but 
when I do something bad, I get put on the spot. It's not 
only me - but a lot of people. Some are getting put down 
by their own people. When other 

people see you doing good they would be hating and trying 
to ruin everything. Hopefully one day things will change 
but for now, I am just going to think about it. 

-L, Santa Clara 

From The Beat: While there certainly are a lot of haters out there, do you 
ever think that criticism can be helpful for personal growth? It sounds 
like you were taking responsibility for yourself from a young age, but 
maybe some family wanted to give you more guidance. Instead of just 
hating back, maybe you can express your feelings to your family. 



Time: Tic-Toe Turns the Clock 

What's up wit' it Beat? What's up wit' ity'all reading this? 
Well I'm 'bout to write for y'all people who be talking 'bout 
time, time this time that.... Let me start off by saying we 
ain't even doin' time.... 1, 2, years maybe three years is 
what I'm looking at, and that ain't shhh! And it's my first 
time, but for real it's like... it's like a dollar, a dollar used 
to be a lot when we as little. But what can you get with a 
dollar? 2 s wishers, that's 'bout it. Real talk though. 

I We ain't doin' time. Time is 10, 15, 25, 40 years... shit 

there's people doing life, who ain't never coming home, 
(keep yo' heads up and fight all yo' cases) but most of 
the kids in Juvenile Hall got it good. Probably having 
lightweight fun, getting to visit your parents for an hour 
or two or even three. Me? No not me and the rest of the 
boys in Max we don't do nothing, we barely leave the unit. 
We leave the unit for 2 things. 1. Go to court which isn't 
far. Go to the basketball court for an hour or two once a 
week, which barely started. Other than that we are in our 
unit, probably in our room. And visits is only 30 minutes 
or so, so you think your stay here flies by fast - just 
imagine that visit with a five item limit, and in between 
you a glass. Some of y'all reading this probably thinking 
"Who does he think he is, does he think he's an OG? 

Naw, it ain't even like that, I'm just bein' me, Whiteboy, 
keeping it real. 

Y'all need to be thankful... we need to be thankful and 
thank god for giving us another chance and not giving us 
too hard of a time. Because we got it good - not just time- 
wise but wehre we are and where we are not. 

But yup. I know people fighting life - I bet they 
wouldn't hesitate to kill again, just to switch cases and 
places with us. My step-dad got 15 months left on a ten 
year sentence. See that... that's a cool bit of time. That's 
more than half ya life. Man I now too many people dead 
and locked up. I've been in both Maximum security units 
and know three to four people in each one. One is on his 
way to the Y to do a 8 year sentence (Keep yo' head up.). 

That ain't coo' -- we youngs tas, that's like my age of 
16 should be out. We should be enjoying life right now. 
These is the best years of our short lives, and the people 
who just don't give a shhh I'm wit' you, I ain't comin' 
back, I'd rather do my time in my casket. And the ones 
of y'all saying you don't want to be locked up , that's BS. 
because your actions is speaking otherwise. So yeah at 
y'all who ain't doin' no real time, just sit back and handle 

it. 

Don't do the crime if you gone complain 'bout doin' 
the time, to all of ya'll who is doing time, looking at time, 
keep your head up and stay solid and fight your cases. 
I'm out. 

-Whiteboy, Alameda 

From The Beat: First off, we need to give you props for the way you 
step up each week and write on all the toughest topics. You always 
take your responses to the next level and show us that you're thinking 
hard on what you say. Here's our thought on this last piece, because 
a lot of what you say is true. Compared with a life sentence, two or 
three years is nothing. On the other hand, if you grow up around a, 
why compare yourself to people who have it worse than you? Instead, 
compare yourself with all the teenagers in America who go to college, 
who never face a pistol, who grow up to be free and have adventures 
in their lives? Your situation is better than some, but worse than most. 
We don't say that to dis you, not at all, but rather to say that the ones 
who make it out of the hole you're in are the ones who look at the good 
life and say 'THAT'S what I want," not the people who say "oh well, it 
could be worse." 
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Deep Thinking 



I am a young black women 

Trying to serve in a world of struggle 

I am a young lady trying to make it in a crazy world 

I am a young mother 

Constantly moving in a circle 

I am an ex "d" girl 

Try to make a million out of fifteen cent 

I am a fighter that will never give up 

I am educated, motivated, straightforward 

And always on the rise 

I am not a killer but a go-getter and I run this shhh. 

-Mesh 

From The Beat: Words of confidence are part of what can lead you out 
of the trouble you've been in - and like you said, you are educated, 
motivated, and straightforward. How do you intend on applying those 
qualities to the improvement of your life? 






Hey What's Up Beat 

This is Lil' Shadow writing to you seeing what's good 
wit' you. I don't know what the topic is, because I came 
out of my room late. I just got the topic late to get the 
topic thing "you don't understand." 

Something I don't understand are why certain things 
like why stuff happens to people because when bad stuff 
happens to good I lose some faith in God that's all I got to 
say. 

-Lil Shadow 

From The Beat: Its hard to keep faith in anything when the really bad 
stuff happens, but that's when faith -in your beliefs, in your loved ones, 
in yourself especially - can help you ... because it keeps you from giving 
up. Even the darkest night eventually meets a sunrise. 



Most of the time I get my thoughts together and I still 
feel all alone. I wonder what I am. What do I do with my 
life? I get so confused on so many levels. 

But when I get my thoughts together they don't make 
sense. 

-Lil' Mousie 

From The Beat: Part of what writing does is help us work through the 
things that are bothering us or weighing us down. They also help us 
make sense of things when we're feeling confused. Have you tried 
writing when you feel this way? Either as a piece for The Beat or just 
something for yourself? It might help... we've seen it before. 



The things I don't understand is why do people beef? 
People beef for stupid ass shhh, like a dice game, or this 
ninja messin' around with his potna's girl or something 

like that. 
I don't understand, why do people rat and then someone 

dies over some BS? 
Why do people don't get the point of life and why people 

die? 

But me I get the point of life and why shhh happens 

to people. One day I hope people get the point and 

understand. 

-Vida 

From The Beat: These questions are so wise. The reason you don't 
understand is that deep down, no one can understand: Why would 
our youngest, best and brightest turn on each other with hate instead 
of coming together and supporting each other in respect? Maybe the 
fact that you "can't understand" is that its wrong, and it needs to be 
changed. Are you ready to be a part of that change? 



Thoughts on Today's Topics 

1. Magical people. I know someone who, when he or 
she speaks, others listen. Me, when I speak I guess it's 
something about me when I talk or tell someone else how 
I feel they listen too. 

2. Justice Vs. Revenge 

Revenge is when somebody does something to you, 
and they do something worse to you to get revenge. 
Justice: If people took the law into their own hands that 
would not result in justice because more people would 
end up dead. 

3. My American dream ....is to see my sister that 
died. 

4. Things I don't understand is.... why people die, 
why do people need money, why do people you closest to 
die? 

-Nataya 

From The Beat: Each of your brief answers to these questions was a 
window into your soul - how you feel about speaking from the heart, 
how you interpret the world, the sister you lost, your courage in asking 
the hard questions about why people die.... We'd love to see more of this 
soul - next time pick the one question that rocks your world and use 
that to write your heart out! 



Personal Courage 



I think that he or she speaks, others listen yet another 
may have so much personal courage that he or she is able 
to stand up both to peers and adult authority, and explain 
without anger why they are going to do what's right and 
not what's expected. 

-Juan 

From The Beat: Yes! Isn't it amazing when you see someone do that? 
To stand up and speak for what's right requires tremendous personal 
courage. What is a situation in which you would like to have said 
something differently or taken a stand? Do you think it gets easier to 
do this as a person gets older, or harder? 



The Way It Goes 

Back to square one 
When you're on the street livin' day by day 

It's hard to keep your head up when you 

Got people bringing you down but that's the 

Way it go ... but soon as I'm doing good 

It seem to go bad and so back to 

Where I start and tha'ts back to square one. 

-Mgore 

From The Beat: Now that you can see — and describe - the vicious circle 
you got caught up in, how will you break it? Recognizing it is the first 
step so you did that. Now the second step is to decide to break this 
circle for real and keep doing good when you're doing good! 



How Do Love Feel 



Well love feel to me like I will do anything to anyone for 
whatever reason just to be with that person. Even if that 
person don't like you at all, you still willing to go out yo' 
ways just to let that person know you care about her. 

But I think true love never fails. I say that because 
when you find that true love that you are looking for and 
you really find it, that person that you love will never 
leave you. 'Cause you put so much work into her, and 
that person will know that you truly love that person. 

But back to me.... I really have not found my true love 
yet, but when I do man it is going to be a really really good 
person that's' really gone be there for me when I'm down 
and out. 

-Al-boo boo 

From The Beat: True love, like you say is about loving someone and 
sticking with them through thick and thin, always having that other 
person's back. It's hard to do that until you've learned to take care 
of your own self, learning how to have your own back. Once you've 
strengthened that back of yours, Alex, like you've been learning over 




////// 



Mistakes 



Stuck in the Facility 



People make many mistakes, and we should all try to 
learn from them. To make a future we must learn from the 
good and push past the bad, so we know what we've done 
right and wrong. That way we don't make the same stupid 
mistake that we made or someone else made. . 

-Xavier 

From The Beat: Has this happened in your life? Is there mistake you've 
made that you've learned from? If so what was the mistake, and what 
did you learn? Step up and write about it for The Beat! 



\ 






Magical People 



X 



I feel that I'm a very magical person because I can make 
the nappiest hair look good. It don't matter what texture 
hair a person has I can braid it. And if your hair is nappy 
I can make it silky. If someone has bald spots I can make 
it look like they got hair by giving a braid where it's none 
(no hair.) I also can do weaves hecka good. All kinds of 
quick weaves, sew-ins and all. So I feel that I have and am 
a magical, with my fingers. 

I learned how to braid by practicing on my cousins, 
and auntie's hair. I also practiced on my baby's hair. 

Yes this is going to be going to be a plan when I get 
out!!! 

-Ribbish 

From The Beat: You've got a natural gift and artistry - we bet that if you 
put your mind to it you could have your own shop... And if you do, does 
The Beat get a gift certificate? 



My "American Dream" 

My American Dream is to be a well-known rap musician 
that is known all across the country or even the world. 
Since I was about 11 or 12, I always had a passion to be 
a rapper. All I know is that I was in the sixth grade when 
I wrote my first rhyme and ever since then I been writing 
away. I feel like if I keep practicing and stay focused on 
rapping then I am going to fulfill my American Dream. So 
I will say if I keep it up I will be a rap star in about 5 to 
10 years. 

-Damarius 

From The Beat: We wish you the best with your career goal. How about 
sending us some positive rhymes that we can publish in The Beat? 



Justice vs. Revenge 



Justice means to me that you can't be free to do whatever 
you want to do. Where the police can't mess with you all 
the time just for no reason just cause they don't have 
anything else to do but mess with you. That what I think 
justice is to me. Justice is not served when someone is 
sentenced for a crime. You can't do anything when you're 
sentenced to stay in juvenile hall for a longer time. This 
ain't cool at all. I think when you harm someone, justice 
does require someone to harm you in return, just like 
revenge, cause they taking away your freedom where you 
can't do anything. I feel that the system let me down, 
cause when you get in the system, it's hella hard to get 
out of the system. The system does work does work in a 
way where you don't want to ever be in it. 

Thing I don't understand is why my baby mama want 
me in jail, and not around my son. This ain't cool at all. 
All I want is just to be with my son. 

-Young Juvenile Father 

From The Beat: You bring up a lot of important points and questions 
about our legal system. It is very true that its hard to get out of the 
system once you're in it, due to probation and simply breaking old 
habits. What is your plan for when you get out? What must you do to 
prove you really want to be with your son? 



Man I'm still in this thang, stuck since may waiting to go 
to a weak ass program at Camp Sweeney. 

But I ain't really trippin' cause I haven't seen home 
in like a year, so it's gon' feel good to be on a home pass, 
visiting my brothers an sisters and my lil nephew. And 
my time being here I'm just still building my goals to 
success hope that I make it in life an don't be another 
young casualty out here in the streets of Oakland. 

To Lil' Papa keep ya head up ! 

-Baby James 

From The Beat: You say you "hope you make it in life" but the sad 
truth is that hope is not enough: You need to DECIDE to make it in life, 
DECIDE not to be another casualty... and then you have to change all 

L sorts of habits in order to stick to that decision. Is this something you 
are prepared to do? 



hat I See In Mv Hood 



What I Dream Aboot 



Freedom 






I sit back and watch brother and sister kill each other 

I sit back and watch mothers and fathers abandon their 

children. 

I sit back and watch little girls get kidnapped. 

I sit back and watch my black people die and suffer. 

I sit back and watch my people rob banks. 

I sit back and watch people commit suicide 

I sit back and watch little boys carry guns. 

I sit back and watch my people have a bad life. 

It is time for me to get out of the shadow 

And tell these bad ass husbands not to beat they wife 

Telling my people that we can make it in life! 

-Deanna 

From The Beat: This poem says it all... that move from sitting back and 
watching all the horrors unfold, versus standing up and saying STOP. 
Now that you've taken that stand in writing (in this powerful poem), 
what are you doing to take that stand in your real life? Tell us - be that 



I dream about me having an Oldsmobile wagon on 
24's inch rims, with lambo doors and gullwings, two 18 
speakers, six 12 speakers, and candy painted on it. 

I dream of me riding around with my female on the 
side of me, and getting out of the hood and the ghetto for 
a few months. 

I dream of having a family and moving my family from 
out of Oakland to somewhere else to do better than I'm 
doing now. To stay out of trouble and to support my own 
family that I made for myself and for my true family. Yeah 
I love my ninjas and all my ninjas love me. But I got to 
keep from around my ninjas to do good, too. 

-Lil' Shadow 

From The Beat: Very cool. Where would you and your lady go? We 
believe that you can make these dreams that you wrote about come 
true. You have already recognized the difficult part: being loyal to 
your friends while still staying out of trouble. Do you think that it is 
possible to do both? 



Knock, knock 

Who's there? 

It's me, mistah freedom. 

Well there must be same mistake 

Mistah freedom 

'Cause ain't no freedom for a man that's black 

-Ernesto 

From The Beat: Your message is political and it packs a punch, but we 
hope that you don't believe the only option for a black man is being 
locked up. Freedom is every persons right. 



American Dream 



I had a dream, like Martin L. King 

But for human rights, but get mo' bling 

I started from ground zero, now I'm close, to the top 

There's a red light in my face, but my mind won't stop 

I might be a rapper, or shake people on the court 

All it take a lil* courage, and some family support 

People try to tell me I'm weak, but I don't listen to that 

I'm going to do what I do, and get them haters off my 

back 

'Cause when I look in my bank account, all I'm going to 

see is zeros 

Cha-ching in girls eye, they going to think I'm the hero 

Don't get it wrong, I'm going to have a lot of dough 

I am about to quit playing captain, captain save it do' 

I'm going to get married, and have a little kids 

But keep it to a limit, cause I know how child support is 

As you can see, this is my American Dream 

To be successful and see nothing but green. 

-Lil Curti Bo 

From The Beat: It's a good dream, and from the dazzling verbal skills 
you show here, you have the brains and talent to make it come true. 
But can you do it completely legit - with school and a job - so you can 
stick with it? 



How I Wanna Live My Life 

My American dream is to find my Nubian Queen. 

And live a life full of mystery never know 

What's going to happen next just let the right thing flow. 

Have fun, me and her and our kids in the snow. 

I can't wait till the day that I see their faces glow. 

My American dream is to own prosperity, 

Have a huge family have nice cars, 

So when I pull up in the hood they think I'm a super 

star. 
But no I'm just living my life right, y'all ninjas need to 

get y'all shhh tight. 

Game time is over it's time to pull up in dat '07 Rover, 

Ain't no mo' playin' y'all ninjas need to listen to what 

the stuff I'm saying. 

Peace stay on Beat. 

-Lil' D 

From The Beat: The question is how you can achieve that dream, but 
also how to achieve it and also hold on to your self respect, your 
compassion, your loved ones, your soul, your freedom, your life. What 
would you need to give up to achieve that dream in the right way? 



Shackles and cuffs 

Nightsticks and guns 

Spit on me while I'm down 

Imprisoned by the color of my skin 

Ball-and-chain, ball chain 

Slowly but surely progressing in life 

Still ridiculed and criticized 

Looked down on upon timid eyes 

Not Maya Angelou 

But still I rise 

Can he or you or me 

Look at me in my eyes and tell me I'm equal 

Man I didn't finish but just tell me you feel me though 
Keep it lit 

-Ernesto 

From The Beat: Excellent to see props to Maya Angelou in the pages of 
The Beat. Have you read any of her autobiographical writing? More 
importantly, we encourage you to write more about the idea of equality. 
For instance, what does it mean to see yourself as deserving of equality 
regardless of how society sees you? 



Lost In A Trance 



\ 






A lot of people are magical ... Some people are just lost 
in a trance, need someone to let them know. A lot of 
people also don't have someone to let them know they 
have the ability to do whatever it is they can do. Some 
people look for their family to help them out and they 
don't get the right response so they go looking for the 
answer elsewhere. 

And they end up not finding the answer or seeking 
the right source to show that they really are a magical 
person. And they end up in the life of drugs, guns, gangs 
and so on. 

-Lil' Don 

From The Beat: Where do you fit in, in all of this - is there a magic inside 
you that you should be paying attention to as well? Have you ever been 
"lost in a trance" ?? Are you learning to see magic in yourself, to help 
you get your life back on track? 



More! 



Money money money, that's my focus. I won't lie I have 
to have it all. To all who stay mobbin' for that dolla, 
movin' mean for the green. I respect that 'cause I can see 
& understand how it is to wont more outta life. 

Just choose or pick yo' situation right, so you can get 
it day and night 

-Shadie Bo 

From The Beat: You should want the best out of life, that's good to 
hear. And you're right, there's so much more to want in life - that's the 
nature of healthy ambition and drive. But fast money or street money 
won't cut it. Legit jobs take some time and study to work their way 
to - but once you earn your money legit, no one can ever take it away 
from you! 



What I Dream Abnut 



I dream about having the biggest house in the world. 

I dream about being on a NBA team. 

I dream about being a pilot. 

I dream building a 90-foot acre house. 

I dream about making my own car. 

I dream about making my own business. 

I dream about how the world can change. 

-Lil' Toto 

From The Beat: Thanks for sharing your dreams with The Beat! Here is 
a little inspiration for you: Mahatma Gandhi said, "Be the change you 
want to see in the world." How would you like to see the world change 



for the better? 



American Dream 



For me, my American Dream is what a typical teenage 
athlete wants. To make it to the pro's, to me it's not really 
a dream. The way I see it, it's reality. And me being here 
right now, is just a pit stop in my life, that is soon bout to 
be back on track. 

See I have a plan: go to school, get good grades. Do 
great on the football field, get recruiters to start looking 
at me. Start getting letters from college about how they 
want me to attend their school. Make a decision about 
where I'ma go. 

When I get to college, go to practice and show 100% 
effort everyday on the field and in the classrooms. Then 
after about three or four years of that, I'm gonna enter the 
NFL draft, and let the rest happen from there. 

And to me that's reality, but for people who don't have 
the will and talent like I got it's an American Dream. 

-Jerrell 

From The Beat: This kind of confidence is great to read, you believe 
in your own strength. And having a plan is one of the first steps... 
the next question is whether or not that plan is foolproof. Have you 
thought of every angle (temptation/old habit/fool etc) that could get in 
the way of your plan? How ready are you? 



////// 




Magical Me 



I think I am magical because I can listen to my friends 
start playing a song and I can follow along with the drums 
without practicing. I also could break dance to almost 
any song. I also could draw well, -that's what every one 
tells me. And I think I am also good at working with my 
dad. He owns 4 different businesses, he owns a car wash, 
a car dealership, a towing truck service, and he sells and 
installs car audio, so I help him in all that and I like it. So 
that's why I think I am magical. 

-Bones 

From The Beat: And we agree! You have a lot of really cool talents and 
it's really nice to hear that you enjoy working with your dad. You are 
lucky to have a great dad and entrepreneur as a role model in your life. 
Is your goal to go into business with him? 



Hard To Understand 



How can a woman say that she loves all her children 

but gives her children to the system? 

I don't understand why a man can take a girl and let her 

prostitute the streets. 

I don't understand why the white man can dance to a 

black man's beat. 

Then turn around and leave 'em' cold in the streets. 

I don't understand when love is so strong.... How could 

someone turn around and treat you so wrong. 

What I don't understand.... If love is God's passion 

how is it that it's keeps me misunderstood and stressing 

and what I really don't understand how a white man 

took a black man's land. 

-Marc 

From The Beat: You ask some very hard questions, that only the person (s) 
you have in mind could possibly answer. As for you feeling the way that 
you do, well, we hope you take a good look at yourself and work on 
bettering you before you worry about others! 



My American Dream 

My American Dream would be to have a perfect life. 

No more seeing these prison walls, 
have a diploma, and a masters degree in business, or 

pre-med. 

And then I would like to get a job after I graduate high 

school. 

I want to get a job making $250,000 mininum. 

And the finale: a wife just as successful and making jus' 

as much dough. 
Then I want to get a three-bedroom house on two acres 

with a Rolls Royce in the driveway 

as well as a Bentley and a Benz SC 600 in the driveway. 

I would like three beautiful boys and one girl, a 

11 my kids got to be successful or they outta here. 

They ain't touching my dough. 

I would also have 2.5 million 

with property in Hawaii to Oakland. 

My other ail-American dream would also just be 

untouchable. 

I would like to be just getting a lot of money, wit' 

nobody hatin'. 

I want all the girls on my line and just much respect. 

Basically, I wanna be hood rich. 

-Marcus 

From The Beat: Its interesting that you have two dreams: the straight 
life (education, job, wife) and being hood rich (car, respect, girls). There 
is nothing wrong with either scenario, but you know that money doesn't 
make the man. Stuff like being a good dad, having a profession, and 
gaining peoples respect is different from chasing money or possessions. 
Hopefully you will have the opportunity to do all these things! 



This Time, I'm Wiser 






I'm a keep on dreaming and I'm a keep on thinking. 

I'm gone speak my mind as long as my heart still 

beating. 

I done my crime and I still ain't leaking. 

And in front of the judge, homeboy, I still ain't speaking. 

Ain't cheating, ain't hating, ain't writing a statement. 

Just waiting for my court date. 

Pray to God that man don't put me in a placement. 

Lately I've been thinking being in here gone get me 

nowhere no-time soon. 

I grow weaker. In my mind I get deeper. 

But this time, I'm wiser. 

Forgive me, Lord Jesus, because you and I both know I 

don't want to be here. 

Not a second of the day. Not an hour of the time. 

-Cal 

From The Beat: It sounds like you are doing some serious thinking 
about how much you hate being locked up and what a dead-end it is. 
But what we don't hear in your piece is how you plan to change your 
ways, whether you get placed or go home. What you say to the judge 
is your business, but we hope you will start thinking about a life away 
from crime. Otherwise, you will just end up spending more time in here. 
Depressing thought, right? Start asking yourself the tough questions. 



Go Bad 



Things go bad all the time especially to me for some 
reason no matter where I am at or who I am with. Trouble 
comes to me because I mostly make the wrong decision. 
I hang with the wrong group of people, I do the stupidest 
things to have fun or just to make money, and I'm always 
at the wrong place at the wrong time. 

Things go bad all the time. Now everything I've done 
in the past has come back. Now I'm in camp for 6 months 
for something stupid. I could have made better decisions 
but I choose not to. I chose the wrong path, which I ended 
up locked up for. 

I need to start listening to my elders, because they 
been through it all, and know what's right from wrong. 

After this I'm going to try to expect what's coming 
before it happens so that nothing will go bad at any 
time. 

-Ryan 

From The Beat: If you look at the first paragraph of this piece, it seems 
like you might really want to study it because we think that the answer 
to your troubles might be in that paragraph. What if you found some 
new, positive people to hang out with? Would that help? 



About Me and My Girlfriend 

It all started with me and this girl named Meme when 
she was looking at me at the movies and my friend was 
like, "get on her!" and I did. So, ever since, I have been 
together with her. She was fourteen years old [when we 
met]. She has been in love with me ever since. I have 
been in love with her, too. She is faithful to me even if I 
have been in jail for 2 months. 

Every time she writes me, I start to cry because I 
should be on the outs with her and going to the movies 
and having fun, not in this dumb-ass ninja place. 

When I get out, I want to be with her forever. I will 
get married to her and live happily ever after. Love you 
always, Meme. 

-Lil' Donavan 

From The Beat: You are lucky to have such a loving and supportive 
girlfriend. Hopefully she will get to read this and see how much you 
appreciate her letters! 



////// 




The System 



What is it with the system? What is it with the system 
that it targets out my people? When I say targets out my 
people, I mean what makes them want to lock up the 
people who's struggling? The people that's trying to get 
money, to survive. I don't see why just because we're 
young and black the police always wants to mess with 
us. I think it's because they don't know the things we're 
going through and they just think of us as a paycheck. I 
bet if they put the reverse in our position they'll change 
the way they think and act towards us. 

-Hellboy 

From The Beat: There are people and institutions that profit by 
incarcerating people. There is also a lot of racial bias in law enforcement, 
sentencing, and in prisons. Even though these things are unjust, it 
doesn't mean that you have to give your life to the system. We hope 
that you will harness your righteous anger and use your young life to 
do good in the world. You are smart, and you don't have to be a victim, 
even if circumstances beyond your control make you a target. 



My Magical Person! 



It's Hard Trying tn Make Changes 

Hi my name is Paul one of the greatest person you will 
ever meet. I could have been a doctor, lawyer, athlete, 
or even the president, but I chose the hard way. As I've 
growed, I learned to hate this shhh. 

Bangin' and mobbin' won't get you nowhere but 
broke. All my peoples are either dead or doing a bit and 
that's not going to be me. But the harder I try to do right, 
the more I do wrong. 

I'm tired of this jail and camp shhh its not worth my 
freedom and hurting my mother. Now if I change or not 
only god knows but at least I will try. A shoutout to my 
ninjas in the hall. Honestly I will never think that its over 
but it's hard, finding the right way to succeed and survive 
for the future! 

-Lil' Sheikin 

From The Beat: You have a real desire for change - for the joys of the 
good life you deserve - and that's a great start. As for the next step, 
it's time to reach out for the support you need: From family, friends, 
teachers, and frankly, your PO too. Your PO is paid to help you make 



My Home Visit 

What's up Beat, it's me Dearey.... I had lots of fun on my 
home visit. On Friday I was with my girl at her auntie's 
store and I was with her all day. On Saturday I went to 
my girlfriend's house and stayed there the whole day too. 
Then on Sunday I went to Redwood City with my girl and 
we went to eat.... After that, we walked around the park. 
My home visit was really fun... 

-Dearey 

From The Beat: It sounds like your home visit was both great from the 
point of view of the time you got to spend with your girl, and the 
fact that it looks like you stayed out of trouble and drama as well. 
Congratulations!!! 



My American Dream... 

My American dream is to live happily with a good job 
that I like with a nice husband who is smart and has a job 
too, and also is good looking and to live in a house with 
each other so in love with three kids that are smart and 
pretty and they go to school all happy and shhh, and we 
got married and our kids love us to death & are happy as 
well. 

-Niya 



be done! Start by going to school! 



To me my magical person is my brother the reason I 
say and pick my brother is big so he could bully and run 
things, but he choose to be fair and share things with 
me. 

He even tells me the positive thing to do instead of 
the negative, 'cause he wants me to stay out of trouble 
and out the system. 

He loves me, and that to me is a magical person. 

-Darnell 

From The Beat: There's nothing more magical than love, that's for sure. 
But does your brother also live a positive life? Can he show you the 
right way to go? As opposed to just stayin' 



Things I Don't Understand 

What's up wit' it Beat? What I'm gonna write bout today 
is about things I don't understand. 

I don't understand why cops always messin' wit' kids 
in the streets. I don't understand why the system locks 
up youngsters thinking it's goin' to teach them a lesson. 
Bein' in here don't do shhh to no one but make them miss 
their family. Another thing I don't understand is why the 
system takes kids away from their family whenever they 
get in a fight because even if they in here, they could still 
get into fights and just get more time. What I think is that 
these new laws we got in California jus' messin' wit' a 
kid's life. 

-Lil' Mario 

From The Beat: Its true that juvenile sentencing has just gotten tougher 
and tougher. What do you think are some better ways that the state 
can help kids who are committing crimes or getting into fights? In your 
life, how would you coach a friend or a little brother or sister who is 
going through some of these problems? 



American Nightmare 

It's two sides to this American dream: 

1. The one where you work to support yo' family and 
still have money to get what you want. 

2. The other side is making money in any way and 
living part of your life in the hall of prison. 

America wants you to live a certain way to pay them 
and obey the laws when you can live the underground life 
and never pay no taxes. Peace out. 

-Blisi 

From The Beat: The question then becomes, how do YOU want to live? 
Are you willing to step up and be a fully participating American system? 
That means paying taxes, obeying laws, but it also means having rights, 
and freedoms, and it means being able to have a say in what happens 
to you: You could run for office, you could vote against a candidate you 
don't like, you can fight back (legally) when you see injustice. Is that 
worth it to you? 



Justice VS Revenge 



Justice is when you do something wrong and your 
punishment is fair! 

I don't think justice is fair sometimes, because 
sometimes the crimes committed are small and the 
punishments are too big! 

The system hasn't let me down really, because ever 
since I've been in here I've been able to clear my head 
on a whole lot of stuff, and I'm given time to think about 
what I want to do with my life when I get out. 

I think people should have a say so in their punishment 
because if they committed the crime and they had time to 
think about what they've done. 

-Angelica 

From The Beat: Excellent thoughts. We like this response to our topic. 
We wish you could have taken the topic even further. 



I 



Things I don't Understand 



x 



I don't understand why we're living to die, 

I don't understand why I waste my time and cry. 

People getting hurt... some people are dieing. 

Nothings getting better the problems are multiplying. 

I don't understand why I'm always in pain, 

Guys always do me dirty I don't think that's ever gonna 

change. 

My heart is broken, and my eyes have endless tears, 

the pain and struggles make me a soldier all throughout 

the years. 

I want to be happy... I want to break free, 

free from all my pain and tears and endless misery, 

I don't understand why the females stay hating, 

Instead of saying you did good and just congratulating. 

So in the end there's many things that I just don't 

understand.... 

If you or I can't come up with answers can you let me 

know who can? 

-Angelica 

From The Beat: Over time and maturity you will come up with answers, 
until then you should continue to ask. We hope by each experience it 
makes you stronger and smarter. And from these experiences you can 
teach others from what you have gone through. 



Family I Don't Understand 

There are plenty of things I don't understand. 

I don't understand why family always turn against you 
at some point. Family's suppose to be supportive, caring, 
and also they suppose to have your back. 

I had a cousin that I was very close to, she was my 
best friend, we did almost everything together, until she 
betrayed me. I thought that our friendship and just by us 
being family (we was cool) she wasn't loyal like I expected. 
But she chose her boyfriend over me. Damn that's out "ta" 
pocket, but who cares because I don't anymore. That's 
one thing I don't understand.... 

-Bonita 

From The Beat: OK, your cousin hurt you by making a choice, and 
sometimes for many, so-called love does get in the way and hurt others, 
especially family. As for your love poem, we didn't have space for it, we 
encourage you to send it to your special person. 



'My" American Dream 



Things I Don't Understand 



\ 



i 



I really don't understand why in the USA you go to jail 

and in other places they get beat and sent home. 
I also don't understand why people date people that ain't 

worth it. 

I don't understand why fathers and mothers dip out of 

their kid's life. 

I don't understand why people abuse their partners. 

I just don't understand life. 

- Number One Rainbow Chick 

From The Beat: You ask hard questions that we bet you have answers 
to. As for the laws of the USA, well abide by the laws and there is 
no trouble, right? As for poor dating choices, live and learn. And for 
parents leaving their children, yeah sadly these people shouldn't have 
had kids. And folks who put hands on others need to be checked, 'cause 
violence doesn't solve anything. 



Stuff I Dnn't Understand! 

I don't understand when people try to play me, 

break my heart and do shhh, an think it's gon' still be 

good, but it won't. 

I don't understand when people take advantage of a 

young girl's heart 

That has turned cold instead of gold. 

I don't understand why the system so twisted and 

think us young people gon' be wit' it but we ain't,I don't 

understand why us girls gotta go through all this stress? 

Makin' us feel we should be put to rest and feel hella 

holes in my chest. 

I don't understand why we just don't take a stand 'cause 

we all mite not understand. 

-Lil' Transformer 

From The Beat: Sadly, many youngsters do not take a stand, 'cause too 
many think are too stubborn to want to understand the consequences. 
You also have standards, that others are unfamiliar with, especially 
those who are not your true friend, so when they hurt you they don't 
realize or don't care. As for the system, it's complicated so we suggest 
you get your act together and get out, or seek help in taking such 
steps! 



The American dream 

ain't always the same 

some people dream of pleasure 

others dream of pain 

many keep it sober 

many get high 

in any American dream 

we will live then die 

my American Dream 

is to count racks everyday 

have my name in lights 

people screamin "Lady K!" 

known international ly 

on each and every street 

the best lawyer out 

lady k gone be the queen 

I just wanna be happy 

me and CB 

Gecorey and Keishawn 

that's my American dream. 

-Lady K 

From The Beat: Plenty of work to do! What steps are you taking to make 
your dream a reality? 



My American Dream 

Well my American Dream is to one day become a very 
successful hair stylist. I also wanna open my own hair 
shop or shops. 

I also wanna become the first female president, or the 
second one. Either one it really doesn't matter as long as 
it's one of them. 

These are my American dreams. As long as I accomplish 
one I will be all right. 

-G 

From The Beat: Hope you capture your dream of being the first hairstylist 
to become president, how's that!? 



I Think It Should Be Like This 

I think people who deal with the justice system should 
deal with it in a professional manner but fair, like three 
strikes and your out. I believe that people should always 
be fair and everything will go right, and not take it in 
their own hands because some people's opinions might 
not be the same as others. If you have the right mature 
mind about handling any situation that's fair. So use this 
technique " three strikes your out" that's fair! No I don't 
think we should let the system take it in their own hands 
just be fair. 

-Roneyshia 

From The Beat: Not sure what you are saying here, but it sounds like 
you agree with the 'Three Strikes" law, is that right? Also define, what 
is "fair"? 



My Dream 



My American Dream is just to live life without a third 

strike. 

To wake up and see another day of God's light 

Does that sound right? To me this is real life 

The life we all livin' today it is great to make it to age 

eighteen 

Yet my brother couldn't even make it to fifteen 

Just to live life right, and choose another path in life, 

because I keep doin' bad and endin' up in the hall, 

I want to see where the good life gon' take me 

School boy, workin' man, to wake up everyday just to give 

a stranger a helpin' hand 

It's a good deed better to do that, than wastin' my money 
and smokin' weed. 

- Young File 

From The Beat: You can live life free of the system and with your God by 
your side too. You can leave the old life behind and get in school and 
get a job too. How bad do you want to change? 



The Day I Got Shot 

What's good with it Beat? Well yeah, today I'm gonna 
write about when I got shot. When I got shot, it was 
when I was on my way home. I was walking with my 
patnas to my house, and when we were at the corner from 
my house a car drive by and then stopped and told us 
"What's up muda..." 

Then I looked back, and then this one dude just 
took out a pistol and started shooting at us. So we start 
running, and I felt something hit me. But I didn't know I 
got shot until my patna told me, and that's when I stopped 
running. 

So when I got shot I felt it, and it felt hella hot, so my 
other patna call my other patna, who came and picked 
us up. Then we went the hospital. My patna was driving 
like 100 mph and I was scared 'cause he was driving hella 
fast. I thought I was gonna die. 

Well, alright then Beat see you later 

-LIT Ghost 

From The Beat: You lived through a nightmare. Reading it gives us the 
shivers. Did you think about it a lot after it happened? Did it make you 
want to change your lifestyle, or get deeper into it? 



Fighting for Justice 

I don't like justice to do with the law unless it got to do 
wit' someone killin' someone. 

But if it's just some dudes posted up on the block 
and some dudes from around da corner come and wanna 
check 'em, you feel me? You gonna fight, beat they ass if 
you can. Even if you know you can't 'cause they all older, 
bigger and hella more, you can't just run scared. Well not 
me, I got heart and I'll fight any ninja that want to fight 
me. 

But things like that should be handled on the street. 
After you fight the funk is usually done. Afta dat it's 
squashed, and da's justice. But if someone shoot someone 
dead, then 5.0 gotta take care a that. 

But fighting that should be ok to a certain point. And 
look, fightin' is natural. Everybody do it since day one. 

Even God and the devil fight, so I think it's all good. 

-Rada 

From The Beat: This is a sound and logical argument. Here's the problem 
though - now that so many people have guns and so many are trigger 
happy, a fight doesn't always put the issue to rest. And then it can set 
off a violent chain of events, in which everyone is to blame for the 
pain.... 



What I don't understand is how another human being 
can just have a bad day but the human being has some 
say over someone else's life, and takes their problems 
and kind of puts them on the other human being. 

Another thing I don't understand is how people are 
making mistakes with my paperwork what cause me have 
to sit in jail a little bit longer. 

-Dave 

From The Beat: You'll have less of this to bother you later on in life, 
when there aren't so many people in authority who can control your 
life and freedom. In the meantime, stay up and have faith that you'll 
get out soon? 



This Life 



What's up Beat I'm writing about one time I was I the 
car and my homies and I were going to the sideshow in 
Oakland. 

Me and my homies were off hella drank and snorting 
hella coke. We was outside going dumb and we all was 
representing. My friends was wearing a rag and some 
other gang members shot at us, so my homie pulled out 
his thang and I pulled out my little thirty two and started 
boostin'. 

My friend got shot five times in the right part of his 
chest and three times in his lower and upper chest. After 
everyone scattered all the rest of my homies was alright 
but not my one homie. We rushed him to the hospital. 

My homie was alright when I went to go see him the 
next day at Highland Hospital. He wasn't talking but the 
doctor told us he was alright. 

I'll never forget what happened that night. 

-Solo 

From The Beat: Man, after hearing the terrifying way you describe it, 
we'll never forget it either. It's amazing to think, you could have died 
that night. And yet you didn't, you survived to tell the tale. We're so 
glad you made it - it's like you got a second chance. What do you intend 
to do with that second chance! 



Running From Camp 



I ran from camp because I got restricted. 

I know I should not have ran. I should of just stayed 
and waited until I got a home pass. Now I just made things 
worse. 

Next time I'm going to just think before I do something. 
I'm in Unit 12 with the person I ran with. I got to start 
making better choices so I can stop ending in juvenile 
hall. 

-Donte 

From The Beat: One way to prepare for the next time is to try and figure 
out what went wrong the last time... What made you run from camp? 
Stress? A fight? Some kind of drama at home? We ask because you might 
get tempted again, and you might need a strategy! 



Justice vs Us 



What's up Beat? I'm gon' talk about justice since I'm in 
the system. 

I personally think that justice is served if that 
particular someone has truly committed the crime they 
are being accused of, and they get a fair trial. Now harming 
is someone entirely different, but it requires you to be 
taken in custody. That's all I think on this topic. 

-Derrick 

From The Beat: Its definitely terrible when someone gets arrested and 
they're innocent, but is there an alternative? What would you suggest 
police do when they think someone has committed a serious crime? 



////// 




I hope I get out soon 

I hope my family stays safe 

I hope I graduate from High School 

I hope I make it to 60 years old 

I hope I have a successful life 

I hope I have a lot of money 

I hope I be able to have a couple of kids 

I hope my uncle makes it 

I hope I see him again 

I hope 

-Lil' Hustle 

From The Beat: We hope these things for you too,- there's not a single 
thing in here you shouldn't have. Plus, a lot of these things are things 
you can control... not just by hoping, but also by planning. Do you have 
a plan for how to get that successful life you want? 



I Miss School 



My dream is to finish high school and get my diploma. 

I never really taken school seriously, learn to like 
school seriously. I learned to like school when it was 
taken away from me. 

When I sit in a classroom all I see is all these dudes. 
So I began realizing I miss regular school, where I see a 
lot of honeys, and when we about to work here, they give 
us work that we already learned in elementary school. 

I don't know -- 1 jus miss regular school. So I hope I 
would have a chance to continue my high school year if 
there is even a chance. 

-Diep 

From The Beat: We hope you get out soon so you can get back into your 
school. What is your favorite subject? Would you ever consider going to 
college too? If so, what would you study? 



Trost 



I don't understand why people act like they are your 
friend when you have something that they want, but when 
you ain't got nothing that they want then they stab you 
in the back. 

I don't understand that if you mess up once or twice, 
then your family start to kick you out the family. 

I don't understand why when you come to jail and the 
first person that say they will be there for you and write 
you, they end up telling a lie. 

-D 

From The Beat: Ugh, we feel you on this. But figuring out who is worth 
your trust and who isn't worth your trust is one thing that the years will 
make easier. What did you learn from being betrayed this time around? 



Love My Bio Brother 

What's up Beat, this is your boy Antonio. I'm still here. 

I can't wait to go home with my mom and my little 
brother. My big brother is still here, but he's going to be 
home soon... my mommy tells me that my big brother's 
case is going good. When I get out I don't want to come 
back in here. 

I just want my big brother Davon to know that I love 
him and miss him so much. I just wish the best for my 
brother. I know when he gets out it's going to be good. 
I love u big bro'. I going to stop hangin' out with them 
people I was hangin' out with when I get out. To my big 
bro Turk. 

-Antonio 

From The Beat: We're sure your family appreciates all this love and 
support, and we hope you both get out soon. More important, we hope 
you stay out! 






Thiigs I don't understail 

How airplanes stay off the ground 

Girls 

Why people do what they do 

Why people want to fight 

Why people provoke other people 

Why I see things other people don't 

Why people tease people who are virgins 

Why I hear my name when no one hears it 

-Alfred 

From The Beat: This list is great - from the mysteries of mechanics, to 
violence, to love, to being in your own thoughts... you run it all down 
from A to Z! 



Group Home Life 



I been to tengroup homes, and I ran from all of them. It's 
easy, but I don't do placement. In all that shhh you don't 
do nothin' but go to school eat and sleep. 

I didn't like it. I ran from LA, Oregon, Nevada, 
Sacramento, San Andreas, Van Nuys, Ukiah, Oakland and 
some other group home that I can't pronounce. 

I'm going to another group home I think I'm about to 
or maybe just do it. Feel me? 

-Lil' L 

From The Beat: Lil' L, we really hope you don't run this time. If there's 
one thing you've learned from this, isn't it that running doesn't always 



offer freedom? 



Money 



Two Dreams 






My American dream is money! 

In this world you can't do anything without it. The 
way the world is set up can't anything happen without 
money. You literally can't live without money. Food costs, 
shelter costs, clothes cost. 

See without these basic elements in life, no one can 
survive. It's messed up the way things are governed in 
this world. They make it hard for people to get jobs and 
so on. 

So when people try to fulfill the American Dream the 
best way we know, we get locked up... it's pretty screwed 
up 

-Da Boi 

From The Beat: You hit it exactly by saying "the best way we know." 
The thing is, you have to be willing to open up and learn other ways, 
ways you don't know about yet, because you haven't been taught: We're 
talking filling out applications, hunting down financial aid for school, 
learning the skills it takes to be a responsible worker so you can keep 
any job you get, etc... In Oakland there are lots of mentoring groups 
that will teach you those skills, s~ --— -— " 
that you are right to want. 



My American Dream is to be successful and live a happy 
life with kids and a wife and be a business man and my 
own boss that owns a few businesses of my own, like a 
laundry mat, doughnut shop, a cloth store, shoe store, 
a restaurant and own like 6 to 7 cars of my own and two 
houses, that's my American dream. 

My second American dream is to get out of jail and 
change my life 180 degrees. 

-J-Money 

From The Beat: It seems to us that these two American dreams are part 
of the same thing: the dream of redemption and change, the freedom 
to reinvent yourself according to your idea of right and wrong. You 
can make BOTH these dreams come true, if you are really committed 



Why Are We Here? 



My Future 



My American Dream is to get my education because I 
believe if you don't have an education then you're not 
completely successful in your life. 

To be honest, I don't know why all of us is in Juvenile 
Hall. If you really think about it, everything we did was 
stupid, and if you don't look at it to be stupid then look 
at it this way: you could be at home kicking it with your 
family, but instead we in the hall being told when to come 
out of our rooms, when to eat, when to take showers and 
when to change clothes. 

To me I think it was worth my time doing something 
stupid like robbery when everything I need is at home. 

-Raymen 

From The Beat: We feel like you should cut this piece out and frame it. Or 
better yet, laminate it with plastic and keep it folded up in your pocket, 
or your wallet. Then, when you get out, keep it with you so that you can 
pull it out and read it when you're tempted to do something that could 
get you locked up again! Right now, in the silence and isolation of the 
hall, you're seeing a truth. Don't let yourself forget it! Peace. 



y American uream 



My American dream is to get my education and be 
successful so I could survive in the real world. 

I want to have a good job so that when I have a family 
of my own I will be able to support them. I would also like 
to have a lot of money so I could buy every thing I want 
and live phat. 

-Josh 

From The Beat: This is a good dream - one you should make into a 
reality! How will you do it? What would it take for you to start thinking 
about going to college? Have you talked to your teacher and asked her 
for help getting started? 



Trail on Track 



What's wrong with our people 

We should be treated as equals 

not shootin' senseless, 

Provin' us reckless 

Gotta start cleaning the messes 

For the upcoming faces 

Might end up in our places 

Silence the violence 

Stop the greed 

Feed the need 

Everyone has a destiny 

But some just aren't blessed to be 

Born to fail 

Gone over the rail 

That leads to the right trail 

Just take a look 

And you'll be hooked 

Can't look away 

'Cause your eyes are took 

By images that can't be shook 

Like war scenes in a history book 

Things so obscene 

Just not meant to be seen 

So stop the senseless acts and everybody gettin' 

attacked 

It's time to get back 

To the trail on track 

-Lil' Mainey 

From The Beat: Its bad to have you in their system, but good to have 
you in our pages. This tight, controlled lines capture the death-grip 
that crime temptations can have on a person... even a smart person like 
you. So for your next poem, will you tell us how you plan to get your 
own trail on track? 



My American dream... is to graduate High School, go 
to a junior college for two years, transfer to a four-year 
university, try to play a pro sport. 

Then I want to be an actor or a juvenile counselor at 
the hall. I want to keep my credit score up so I could buy 
houses and cars -- and continue to have all the girls. 

-The Kid 

From The Beat: You don't have just one life dream, you have four! Sounds 
like you want 1 . Financial comfort (a good job) 2. Education (school and 
sports) 3. Self-expression [an art form like acting) and 4. Giving back (a 
good juvenile counselor can save lives and change futures.) Oh, and of 
course, the girls! You've just mapped out a great life for yourself: What 
will be the first step towards achieving it? 



I be in my room with the music slappin', but I wonder 
how can I hear this and how can I feel, see and taste 
things. My answer is always God, but if God gives us such 
things why am I caged like an animal? 

I know it sounds like I'm in disbelief of God, but on 
July 28th. I started reading from the beginning of The 
Bible the things I've read only made my street game 
tighter. 

I thought it was to deliver from evil and set free of 
temptation. 

We gon' see when I hit the streets. 

-Lil' Kt 

From The Beat: This are all deep questions, and we don't have all the 
answers, but one thing we do know: God isn't some great mystical 
bodyguard there to protect you from evil thoughts and rescue you from 
human temptation. No, that's on you. Your prayers, your faith, your 
reading, they have a lot to teach you, about right and wrong, about 
how to treat people, about the mysteries of your heart. But its you who 
will have to do the heavy lifting! 



Open Mind Heart and Soul 

Father God take a look at my life 

All I ask is for help with my strife 

Keep me aware and awake 

With the sense to not make any more mistakes 

I was on my knees almost scorched by fire 

But, no your loving grace I squire 

And your hospitality I admire 

'Cause you give second chances when tired 

I raise my eyes to you above 

Give me a guardian angel to love 

As I take a look back 

I didn't know how to act 

My mind was sapped 

Just couldn't react 

To the cold hard facts 

I was too blind to see 

All the opportunities 

Sitting right in front of me 

So as I go around again 

I'll keep you as Lord, savior and friend 

Through you my heart and soul will amend 

And my sins I repent 

Nothing but good my time is spent 

Thank you for your forgiveness 

Never slow, straight down to business 

Grateful for all my awards 

Can't wait to be in heaven my Lord 

-Lil' Mainey 

From The Beat: We're sure heaven is a lovely place, but don't rush to 
get there! You have a lifetime of challenges, struggle, and, we believe, 
triumphs ahead of you in this mortal coil... so stick around! 
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Prostitution 



X 



What up Beat? In my opinion girls prostitutes sell their 
bodies to make easy money and some women see it as 
just getting' money for what they like to do... and that's 
to get laid. 

Some women see it like that's the easiest way to get 
money. I highly doubt that if a woman wants to stop they 
are unwilling to. I'm personally against it, but if she's for 
it, that's on her. 

-Lil' Tonio 

From The Beat: Everything you write is thought-provoking as ususai. 
In this case, we still think that a lot of girls get their minds twisted, so 
they do it because for they are still mentally enslaved to ideas of what 
they need, just the way boys might also be mentally enslaved by images 
of bling, violence, guns, etc... Do you think that's possible? 
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Questions And Answers 
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1. My uncle is the person who fits the category of magic 
person. He is a very good rapper. 

2. Justice is not justice at all because they can put 
someone in jail and be innocent and "justice" has been 
served. That's revenge.. 

3. My American dream is that everyone in the world could 
never have anything less than 50,000 dollars in their bank 
account, so no one would be poor. 

4. Things I Don't Understand: I don't understand life, but 
what I do know is we were born to do whatever was can do 
to get into heaven before we die. 

-Darrell 

From The Beat: These answers were all great! We love how, even when 
you're locked up and feeling low, you still thought to make a dream that 
all people could share, one that would take away so much suffering in 
the world. Good job! 



Things I Don't Understand 

The things I do not understand that people like to come 
to juvenile. It not fun at all because you are doing big time. 
People do not understand that if you come to juvenile you 
will need help because people from different places. That 
is so stupid. 

The things I do not understand is people get out and 
come back so fast. I like to see people stay out and not 
come back so fast. I like to see people stay out and not 
come back. People have fun in the outs not in juvenile 
hall. It is not good. 

I like to say you people need to be in the outs not 
YGC. It is Young Uce need to say do not come back and 
stay out. It is fun. 

I will see you Beat Within. I am going to Samoa for two 
years and I will have fun out there. 

-Young Uce 

From The Beat: We can really understand why you don't understand 
when people get out and come right back. And we feel the same way 
you do — we hate to see it. Who are you going to live with when you go 
to Samoa? We heard it's a very beautiful island, so we know you'll have a 
good time out there. What will you do in your free time out there? 



Livin' Life 



Wha's up wit' The Beat? Me, you know jus' holdin' it 
down till I touch down, feel me. But when I do touch 
down, I'm going after my American Dream for real. My 
American Dream would be me jus' living the life for real, 
having more money than I can count, feel me? Having all 
the baddest women. Don't have to worry about a ninja 
tryna snake me, 'cause I would only be wit' the people I 
trust in a house in the hills somewhere. 

But I'm chase my American Dream and hopefully I'm 
gone achieve it, or I'm gone die trying. Some people think 
a American Dream will only remain a dream. But to me, 
any dream can come true. You just gotta make it happen, 
feel me. 

-Hot-Rod 

From The Beat: Well, we agree with you about being able to make your 
dreams come true, but not just by wishing. The thing you left out of this 
piece is how you hope to achieve yours? If it's by the same tactics that 
led you here, then your dream is little more than a nightmare waiting 
to happen. If you have a real plan to move out of the life of crime and 
punishment, we'd like to hear it. 



Twn Sides, One Persnn 

What's up with you Beat? This yo' boy Skindonesia. I 
here this week to talk to you about my "American Dream" 
which is to be a successful black man that has a good job, 
takes care of his family, a community man, and a property 
owner. 

But at the same time I be thinking I want to be a thug 
and the king, lieutenant the block ninja, holding down 
my ninjas. With hella girls and cars. I would also sell the 
most drugs. 

In conclusion I would like to clear up the little 
problems people are having with my piece. I have two 
sides... two everything in my life so this is how I look at 
it. 

-Skindonesia 

From The Beat: We really like the first part, but the problem with 
wanting to play both sides of the fence is that, more times than not, 
the negative side is going to catch up with you. How long do you think 
you'll feel like you'll take part in such a lifestyle? You have incredible 
potential so it pains us to see you struggling between two very different 
walks of life. We appreciate that you are trying to decide between the 
"good" you and the "other" you, but we are reminded of what Abraham 
Lincoln said: "A house divided against itself cannot stand." 



What I Don't Understand 



Man, what's really good wit' da Beat? Ya boy, Young 
Bunte, comin' outta Unit 6, ready ta get out dis weak-ass 
place. I don't understand why I'm here in da first place. I 
don't understand why da judge keep sendin' me to these 
out-of-home placements when everybody knows I can't 
follow rules and listen to people that's not my mama. But 
I'ma have to do it eventually to get off probation. 

I don't understand why I always do something to get 
locked up. I can't do nothin' to stay out. I don't understand 
why it's so hard to change my way of thinking, but I gotta 
do it to get out da system, ya dig. 

As much as I like writin' in da Beat, this might be ma 
last week... I hope. 

-Young Bunte 

From The Beat: Even though you say you're "ready ta get out dis weak- 
ass place," you give us a lot of reasons to wonder if that's true or not. If 
you don't understand why you're here, it suggests you may not be ready 
to get out. If you "can't follow rules and listen to people that's not (your) 
mama," that also suggests you may not be ready to get out. Wanting out 
is not the same as being ready for it. That takes some thought, some 
preparation, and some desire to change. And by the way, if you like 
writing for The Beat, there's no reason why this should be the last time. 
Wherever you find yourself. The Beat will always be open to you. 
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Magical Person 
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The magical person in my life is my little brother because 
he is five, and he is easily influenced by stuff. I don't want 
him to go through the stuff me and his dad went through. 
I am his magical person also. He listens to me and is very 
smart for five years old. 

-Bobo 

From The Beat: We're glad he listens when you try to school him to 
avoid the mistakes you and his father made, but the simple truth is 
this: he will do what you do, not what you tell him to do. So if you 
really want him to change the pattern that you have set, you have to 
change it first! 



Do Your Program 

Yo Beat, dis yo' boy Co-Stanga hit you wit' da no braina. I 
had got a interview wit da Walden today and it was a good 
interview. I think she's going to accept me, and I think 
I'ma finally finish a program. It's only 90 days. Not that 
it's hard, but you know us ninjas get. We just want to run 
and get on, but I'ma do this little time and get on about 
mine so I could be able to go back home and finish this 
probation bs and get out the system. 

But to all ninjas locked down and got a 90-day 
program, do dat shhh so you could get on wit' yo life 
'cause running ain't worth the bs. But chea, I'ma keep 
holding it down like I been. 

-LIT Curt 

From The Beat: How long did it take you to figure out that running isn't 
worth it? What will you do when you feel like running again? How will 
you keep yourself from acting on that impulse? 



In, Out, And In Again 

Me same "O" same "O" in juvenile hall again due to my 
careless behavior and actions. Two months ago when I 
was in here I honestly thought it was my last time til I 
hit the streets again and it was a wrap. The first day I got 
out I got a haircut, then something to grub on. Finally 
after 180 days I got to smoke a big big blunt to the face 
no passing it to no one even though I don't care about 
passing it to no one. But it was just one of those fresh out 
smokes so I enjoyed it. I got to get some awesome sleep 
in my own bed. 

-Swiss 

From The Beat: You left something out of this piece. You describe the 
sweet reality of freedom — a haircut, good food, a smoke (even if we 
wish you'd stay away from smoking things that can lead you here), 
sleeping in your own bed. These are wonderful things. The part you left 
out is why you would risk all this on "careless behavior and actions." If 
we were writing on the topic of what we don't understand, that would 
be at the top of our list. 



My American Dream 



My "American Dream" is to have a big house in Hawaii 
with all my friends and family and to have a dirt bike and 
a four-wheeler and probably a boat. We all stayed out of 
trouble and we was grown enough to go to the club, and 
we all just ride around. I had a Rolls Royce Phantom on 
28's and I had a chain wit' all diamonds and a cross on it 
that says my mom and dad name on it. 

On the other hand I would have three houses in San 
Francisco. Oh and have a house and car for my mom and 
dad and some stuff for my brothers and sisters and keep 
all my loved ones out the ghetto. 

-Yung Mo 

From The Beat: Since staying out of trouble is part of your dream, 
what's your plan for getting all these material things. We can see how 
important those houses and diamonds and cars are to you, but what 
does that cross you want mean to you? 



Quick Thoughts 



\ 






I think that if you harm somebody it will come in return. 
Yes it is justice when a person does a crime and gets 
caught and sentenced that's justice. 

-Simon 

From The Beat: If the point of the justice system is to stop the criminal 
acts that lead here, do you think the system is working? 



What's Giol Wit The Beat? 
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Man this is that ninja Iggus. Yeah man, I'm back in this 
camp. Same shhh, different unit. But yeah I'm really 
mad I'm back in here because it seem like I was just out 
feeling life in all areas. Now that I'm back in here, this is 
just a make-up call to get my mind right and decide what 
wanna do. 

-Iggus 

From The Beat: But if you already experienced being locked up here, 
why do you need a "make-up call?" Why will this time be different from 
the last time? 



Locked Up 

Man, I been locked up for a little over two months. They 
really playing me. I need to get the hell out of here. They 
make a ninja wanna escape. They switched my PO since 
I'm leavin' out of state. He coo' (so far). 

Man, I just need to leave an' complete my program. 
They said I might be leaving in like a few more weeks or 
a month. They wasting my damn time up in here. They 
need to hurry this damn progress up. 

-Quez 

From The Beat: Once more, you're pointing the finger at "them." They're 
wasting your time. They need to hurry. They are playing you. When does 
it become YOUR responsibility? 



My American Dream 



What's up with The Beat? Man, it's ya GF and I'm back in 
this shhh hole, but I'm supposed to be getting out some 
time late August or early September. They sendin' me to 
my Auntie house in Texas for a year but you know I'll be 
back, feel me. 

But yeah, I think I changed a lot so when I do finish 
this year in Texas I'm coming back on some positive shhh 
feel me. And I'm bringing all my real with on my way to 
the top. And that's the American Dream. 

-G Baby 

From The Beat: Well, it's good that you're looking at things in a positive 
light. But when you describe your American Dream as going "to the 
top," what does that mean? One person's definition of "the top" may be 
different from another's, so what do you mean by that, and how do you 
plan to get there? Good luck in Texas. 



Things I Don't Understand 

I don't understand why people act so hard. I don't 
understand why people try to be in it like they wit' it. I 
don't understand why I do the things I do. I don't know 
why I'm in it like I'm in it. I don't know why some ninjas 
are big blow pops. 

But yeah, Beat, I'm saying this to say I don't know 
why everybody get so hard and why everybody want to be 
in the beef so bad. 

-Yung Na-Na 

From The Beat: We'd like you to focus on just one of the question you 
say you don't understand, and that is: why you do the things you do. 
Even if you don't know the answer, we're sure you've thought about it. 
What things come to mind when you ask yourself this question? 




unnnnBmmr ///////// 
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Coming To Da Halls 

When you come to da halls 

all you get is stanky-ass drawe's 

My eyes like hell fire 

What did I do to come to this shitty place 

Can't wait to til I leave... this is a disgrace 

So listen to me: don't come to this place 

-Jabba 

From The Beat: Listen to yourself and don't come to this place! If you 
have to ask yourself what you did that led you here, then you'll be back! 
We think you know what you did, which means you also know what 
you have to stop doing, but only time will tell whether you act on that 
knowledge or not. 



Nf 



Magical 



The magical person to me is me 'cause I been through so 
much in my 17 years and I'm still here so I really consider 
myself a magician with many tricks. 

-Jr 

From The Beat: We're glad your "magic" has kept you alive, but why 
can't it keep you free? The great Houdini could escape from any prison 
cell, but we think you need something else. Not magic, but a different 
mindset and determination! 



What's up? This by Hyndu writing about my American 
Dream. I want to have money, a lot of money. I want to 
make at least 100 million every week. I want to rule 
things. I want my name everywhere. I want people out 
working on the block for me. I want to be 

something like a black Scarface. I want to rule 
everything. No one will even think about steppin' up to 
me. I won't have to do nothing to nobody, someone will be 
willing to do it. 

But I'm out. I will put a hit out on someone who thinks 
about messing with my money. But that it Beat. Got to go 
write next time. 

-Hyndu 

From The Beat: If you would take an honest look around you, you'll see 
that your American Dream is much more likely to turn into a nightmare. 
These are the dreams of a foolish child who still cannot see that his own 
actions put him under the control of a bunch of strangers telling him 
when to eat, sleep, talk and bathe. Before you can "rule everything," 
we'd be happy if you'd just get control of yourself! 



i 



I Don't Get It 



I don't get it—why people who got somethin' good comin' 
but would rather do bad. Like Paris Hilton's rich as 
anything, but she wanna go out, get drunk, pop pills, do 
coke, all type of shhh. But it ain't just her, it's all type of 
'em. They do it for no reason. They was born with a gold 
spoon. 

But it's really because people glamorize and glorify 
this lifestyle. That's what it is — a lifestyle. I don't wake 
up in the morning and decide if I should go out and do my 
thang or do something else. We ain't got no choice — it's 
kill or be killed. But if you kill, you goin' to jail, so it's 
basically a jail cell or a box — that's what we got comin'. 
But people in the suburbs hear somebody rap about it and 
wanna go out and do it, then blame it on someone else 
and cry about it. They got people saying it's the music 
and TV. Forget that. All I got to say, is, "Don't try this at 
home." 

-Birdman 

From The Beat: Very thoughtful essay. Why do you write that you have 
no other choice each day but to go out to the streets and risk killing or 
being killed? Why can't you continue on in school? Leave the streets, go 
beyond your neighborhood! If you kill, you're a killer, and someone's no 
longer on this earth just because of you. YOU have a choice! 



My American Dream 



\ 



My American Dream is to go home. And stop getting 
harassed by the police. And to get a job. My job will be an 
archeologist. I want to be a movie star in action movies, 
set it off. I will go to school and get a job to be a movie 
star. Then move to Hollywood. And be a cameraman. 

-Ricky 

From The Beat: What would you need to study in school to become 
an actor? What about archeology interests you? Do you want to act in 
front of the camera or operate from behind the camera? Most important, 
is there anything you can do (or stop doing) that will result in less 
harassment by the police? 



Things I Don't Understand 

I don't know why people kill each other 

We go back to having the same mother 

What's up wit' having beef and wars? 

Holding grudges like syrup and pancakes 

Making sure the other person doesn't wake 

-Azen Boi 

From The Beat: What has this taught you? What solutions have you 
thought of for your friends, your community? 

- 







Fantasy 



Dear Beat Within 



J 



What Will Be My Future? 

I don't understand my life because every time I look at 
myself I see a young ninja trying to make it, but when I 
ask my peers what they see, they say, "A no-good black 
ninja doing wrong." But I ain't mad. So when I ask myself 
am I going to die in the beef or in the street or am I 
going to grow strong in the streets, that's what I don't 
understand. 

-Bf 

From The Beat: By looking only at the street to determine your future, 
you've limited yourself tremendously! Its a big, big world. Why keep 
your thinking so small? 







My "American Dream" is to have a fat house with no 
mortgage, hecka super model maids. A cook from "L.A" 
And when you buy a new car you can write it off as a tax 
write off. I need a 100 racks so I can buy a "AMG" Black 
Series Benz, and I would get all the females. 

-Jungle N 

From The Beat: This reads much more like a fantasy than a dream. But 
one thing for sure... you'll never get these material possessions from 
behind these walls! We hope you start "dreaming" about what you have 
to do to stay free! That's our American Dream for you. 



First off, I wanna say, "What's up?" to everybody that 
know me and that I know. Keep your heads up, you be 
out soon. Well, I been down for ten months already, and, 
damn, I feel like the time went fast, but I ran into some 
shhh, though. I read books about Caesar Chavez, MLK, 
Malcolm X, like, twice, Che, and also about Gandhi. I got 
my GED in LCR. 

I mean, I'm a new man. I got a whole new game plan 
when I get out, but now I feel more stronger and more 
open-minded, and now I'm easy to talk to. I got, like, two 
more weeks left of this and I hope not to get caught up 
again. I'm a do what is right in my heart, though, so peace 
to all. Be safe and see you when you're out. 

-R 

From The Beat: We haven't heard your voice in a few. You have opened 
your mind at the Ranch, and it's a joy to watch you grow. We wish you 
the total best on the outs. Keep reading books and please consider 
going to college! Stay safe! 
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Love All The Homies 
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What it do Beat? It's ya boy young Kada. We all in here 
doing the time, but we all didn't commit the crime. But 
one thing for sho', I'm gone ride for my ninjas. Most 
likely I'm gone die with finger on the trigga. . . 

-Kada 

From The Beat: We had to take most of this out for reasons you should, 
by now, understand. But since you're predicting how you plan to go 
out of this world (with your finger on the trigger), we have to make 
our own prediction: If that happens, you'll quickly be forgotten and 
replaced by the next child with a gun. 



My Moms 



. 



My moms is my magical person to me because to deal 
wit' me it takes a lot. I'm not no easy handful. But I 
respect my moms more than anybody in this world. I try 
sometimes to be the best son I could be, but it ain't easy 
though. 

-Jadakiss 

From The Beat: No, its never easy to be a good son. But how do you 
show your mom the respect you say you have for her? What more can 
you do to respect her? Are you up to the task? 



My Dream 

I have a dream 

Of having a team 

A beautiful wife 

Always in my life 

Gotta have good looks 

That's a great cook 

Two girls and two boys 

Cash to buy their toys 

Live happily after. . . 

-Chinatown Kangaroo 

From The Beat: You don't write anything about what you're willing to 
contribute to your dream. Are you going to get your education? Work? 
What will you teach your children? You will have to change your life 
radically when you have a family? What will your new life be like? 



How I Miss Him! 



I miss every lil* bit of him 

He has been there for me 

When I be slippin' through the darkness 

My heart for him is pure 

And the love in me for him 

Floats on 

Like a poofy cloud 

Floating through my body 

This feeling I got 

Can't and won't be controlled 

I miss everything of him 

No matter if he Grumpy 

But around me 

He the most sweetest vato to hold onto 

To shed tears with 

To keep as a best friend 

My Baby Grumpy is all worth it 

I love you, Mijo 

You know it's true 

This love continues to float on... 

-Vaga 

From The Beat: We've said before that a friend you truly love is a 
treasure. But a treasure can only be treasured when you are free to 
enjoy it. Both of you must find ways to deal with the difficulties in your 
lives and stay free, or you'll just keep finding yourself in these terrible 
situations, forced to write these beautiful love poems from behind four 
walls, separated from the object of your love. 



Thank You, Mom 



\ 



My mom is a magical person 'cause when my spirit is 
down, she is the only person that can keep it up. When 
I feel sad or mad at the world, she come to me and talk 
some real shhh. She rub my back sometimes and tells 
me, "You ain't got to be mad." 

-DeAndre 

From The Beat: It sounds to us like you owe your mom a lot — and we 
don't mean in material things. Why would you let yourself be taken 
away from her when all she wants is for you to be with her? 







Childhood Partners Gone 



Wha's up wit da Beat? You know yo' boy up in unit 4 
doing the most. Just wanna tell y'all about all this drama 
going on in the city man. Feel me it's like all yo' childhood 
potnas ain't here wit' me no mo'. Rest In Peace to all the 
fallen... see you when I get there homie. 

-Boog Swella 

From The Beat: When you look around and see how many of your 
friends are gone, does it make you want to change anything about how 
you're living your life? Do you think all your dead homies have gone to 
Heaven? What about your rivals and their homies? Do they go to the 
same Heaven? 



Man, they be up here playing us out our letters. I got a 
letter today. My female sent it on the 19th, they got it on 
the 20th and just now giving it to me. It's the 24th. I bet 
when they expect their checks they want it on time. Man, 
I got to go. 

-Quez 

From The Beat: We're sorry you're getting your mail late, but really, its 
not THAT late. If this is a problem for you, you'd better find a way to 
stay out of the system, because it often takes three weeks (or more) for 
mail to reach state prisoners from the outside! 



I'm Playin' Shadow Games 
Wit' Creatures Of The Night 

We all make mistakes, no doubt, it's done daily 

I prolly make thousands of 'em, please save me 

Most of 'em were minor, but some of 'em were crucial 

I bought that first blunt when I coulda bought a poodle 

Woulda been a dog walker by day, not a dealer by night 

I'm playin' shadow games wit' da creatures of the night 

Wit' a lighter as my source of light 

I barely have sight, but wit' a flash of lightening 

I see the faces — demons all around 

They closin' in, up my sleeves 

I got no aces, there's no way I can win 

'Nother lightening do it, they all vanished 

Cotton mouth like hell 

I think I'm speakin' Spanish — legs unsteady, 

like a baby fawn 

Just one more hit, I'm already gone 

Screams comin' from every direction, wit' Bush won 

another election 

Hell nah, dude, I'm tweakin' like hell 

Make sure no one find my stash on the outs 

Hairs on the back of my neck stickin' up 
Munchies kickin' in, flendin' for roast duck 

-Lil' Hedge Hog 

From The Beat: Now you have plenty of daylight to see what your life 
on the outs has become. Does the drama of the streets at night still lure 
you? Do you have the confidence that you can make it in life beyond 
the streets? What are your strengths, your skills, talents, interests, that 
you can work with, to establish another, a real life for yourself on the 




EmnnnmEMSJM 




M£f // 



Go With The Flow 



I am too sick wit' it 

Created by the Almighty and gifted 

And not a stray hair on my head 

Has been lifted 

So why not seek what you search for 

And if no answer 

Then what is birth for? 

Who hurts more? 

I no longer use guns 

I abuse 'em 

Instead of giving my money to prostitutes 

I refuse 'em 

Entwined with my black history 

Yea, I fused them 

Creating babies 

Like condoms 

I never used them 

You'll never find the murderer 

But a lot of people knew it was him 

I grew up with them 

Jack Daniels vodka and Rummy 

At five 

OGs was putting liquor in my tummy 

Holes in my sneakers 

Got me feeling bummy 

At the age of seven 

I robbed blind for the money 

In time I became a dummy 

And watched the world 

Beat up on me 

OGs 

Influenced me 

To do bad 

Talking 'bout they my big homies 

But, really, they using me 

'Cause they see 

That I was lonely 

But maybe 

I am a lunatic 

'Cause the hands on my Timex 

Just went tick 

Man, the devil's been on my back 

Like flies on shhh 

And the voice in my head 

Keeps saying 

"Try, just don't quit" 

And these lies 

They don't fit 

He tried to drown me in the ocean 

But now I am in jail 

And my family is my lotion 

Dead body in the river 

Somewhere coasting 

High off this poetry 

Got my pen floating 

Damn, Dark Side 

-Dark Side, San Francisco 

From The Beat: With your father trying to hurt you, no wonder you 
went to your big homies for strength, wisdom, and knowledge about 
how to make it in the streets and how to become a man. When you 
realized your big homies used and betrayed you, how did you manage 
to become independent and to rely on yourself? 



Keeps saying 
"Tr if, just don't 0t° 



The Truth Causes Problems 

I know what I feel 

But I can't be real 

The truth causes problems 

And this time I can't solve 'em 

I don' know what's gonna happen 

But I know what could 

You gettin' hurt an' put down 

Better knock on wood 

There ain't guarantees 

It might jus' happen 

Jus' like when they rappin' 

The beats jus' tappin' 

They go wit' the flow 

When the raps' off beat 

They know 

'Cause they feel the heat gettin' low 

What I mean is 

You were why I tried in life 

And wanted as my wife 

But it was a fairy tale 

Wit' no happy ending 

Like everything else in my life 

It's just pendin' 

Once I'm broke 

Got nothin' else to be proud about 

It's like having no water 

In a heavy drought 

I'm chokin' 

Watchin' things pass me by 

Then you came along 

And made time fly 

Gave me a chance 

To turn things around 

But time stopped again 

Now I'm back were I was found 

Once again, you tried to save me 

But there's really no point 

'Cause my life's too shaky 

It's too unstable 

So I pushed you away 

Baby, I know I love you 

But it's too risky to say 

You're better off finding 

Another man to save 

Maybe he can make you smile all day 

My life was always a lonely one 



Took 'bout ten months of pain and tears 
So what's another fifty years? 
I'd rather tears rain from me 

Than a drop off your eyes 

Saw tears in your eyes twice 

More than I ever wanted to see in my life 

The choice is yours 

But I'd rather see you close the door 

Than watch ya hurt any more 

But part of me wants you to leave it open 

That's just what it's hopin' 

-Lil' Hedge Hog 

From The Beat: Can you just live the best, the most wholesome, stable 
life you can, when you get out? You can if you choose. Meaning to 
forgo the streets entirely, given they pretty much destroying your life? 
Maybe some one can "save you," but pretty much we all have to "save" 
ourselves. You're strong and growing wise and independent. You have 
our hearts. 
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Things I Don't Understand 
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Makin' Money 
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I don't understand why people live like they do. I don't 
understand why people like to shoot. I don't understand 
why people get shot up. I don't understand why people 
cry. I really don't understand why people die. 

-Butta 

From The Beat: These are difficult things to try to understand. But do 
you understand how you landed in this place, and what you need to do 
to avoid it in the future? 



My Magical Person Is 



My mom is my magical person because she keep me 
going. She keeps a roof over my head and keep food on 
my plate. My mom always kept clothes on my back, and 
she did anything she could for me. 

-D-Mitch 

From The Beat: It sounds to us like you owe your mom a whole lot. We 
don't think she wants you to buy her things to show her you love her. 
We think she wants you to be there with her, to love her and to be loved 
by her. This will require you to sacrifice some of the things you like 
doing, but don't you think she's worth it? 



Feelings 

I just can't take it anymore 

It just ain't like before 

It's not like when I first came in 

He's beyond within 

Nothing I've ever felt 

Just wanna tear up the walls 

When I'm sad in here 

There's no one to call 

In here, people say stuff to make me feel dumb 

But what they really do is make me numb 

I know they're trying to make me down 

But I let 'em know I'm not in here to clown 

All right, I'm down and out 

I'm up and about 

Key peace out 

-Baby C 

From The Beat: It must be very hard to have to deal not only with staff 
telling you what to do, but other girls trying to affect you. The only 
advice we can give is to know who you are and what you're about so 
that the detractors cannot get to that central place of confidence. We 
hope that when you emerge from this situation, you'll understand the 
real treasure that freedom is. Material things pale in comparison. 



My American Dream... 

What's good wit' The Beat? Dis is yo' boy Mookey again. 
My American dream is to be rich is hell and to get my fam 
and young goons out the 'hood. But when we get out we 
gone keep it lit. But when I get rich, I'm gone give back to 
my community and the poor. 

I want to have everything from big house to fat cars. 
Don't need no wife, I already got one of those. When I say 
get my goons out the 'hood, I want them to live big like I 
would want them to de for me if they got big in the world 
and look out for me. That's what you call a real homie. 
And in my 'hood, we look out for each other. 

Well Beat, my words is get short. I'm out. 

-Mookey 

From The Beat: It's noble of you to want to take care of your boys 
and to give back to the community. But how are you going to get the 
riches it would take to do these things? If you're going to doing it the 
"fast lane" way, then you're still thinking like a child who hasn't yet 
seen the connection between actions and reactions. 'To be rich" is a 
dream without substance, unless you have a plan to achieve it. If your 
plan is more of the things that have already led you to give up your 
freedom, then we predict the money you'll be contributing will go into 
the system's pockets. 






My "American Dream" is to make money wit' ninjas I 
know dat's loyal and know how to move. And know how 
to be on they shhh. I want my bruhs ride in' BMW's 
Benzes, Coupes, big houses, feel me. I want my bruhs to 
just know dat our day gone come soon fo' us. Get moms/ 
dah fams whatever dey want, but watch haters. 

-J-Miah 

From The Beat: We cut about half of this because it said nothing more 
than "go and get it..." Because of this "dream" to get what you want in 
whatever way you can, you've made your bed and you're now sleeping 
in it. That's the true lesson of what you're teaching — not by your 
words but by your deeds. Our guess is that as long as this remains your 
"dream," you'll continue to be living a nightmare. 



Don't Leave Me 



I just don't understand why does people taking you 

away 

Took care of me since I was a baby 

You my role model 

I love you 

I don't want you to go 

I would take a bullet for you 

Please fight your case 

Don't leave me alone 

You my big brother 

You should not do this to me 

I love you much 

Take care 

Your lil' sis 

-Lucero 

it, Lucero, the sad 
reality is that as soon as he did whatever it was hes charged with, he 
demonstrated that other things were more important to him than you. 
He wasn't thinking about you because if he had been, he wouldn't have 
risked being taken from you. We hope he fights his case (whatever it is), 
but whether he wins or not, he has already not acted the way a loving 
brother (or lover) would act toward his "lil' sis." 



Heaven 



Devil's coming. God, give me shelter 
Send me an angel, please, and tell her 

To protect me from this evil 

Show me what's fake and what's real 

Surround me wit' her wings of light 

Push the temptation, so I could do right 

Been lost in the dark wit' no lighting 

Angel came, its presence so blindin' 

Tell me what you want me to do 

Your holy soldier, takin' orders from you 

Search and destroy evil from its source 

Attack the devil, like a strike task force 

Drop the dope; get some hope 

Flush the liquor, show who's sicker 

Toss the pills; go for the kill 

Endin' this once and for all 

Me vs. the devil, one's gonna fall 

Nervous as hell, legs are shakin' 

I'm a feel the pain, there's no mistaking 

Battle lasts for years on out 

Let my guard down an' get knocked out 

Total darkness, silent night 

Open my eyes to see the light 

-Lil' Hedge Hog 

From The Beat: What form is the devil taking in your life? Is it bad 
advice? Is it voices in your head? Is it just the evil of the killings in 
the streets? In order to avoid the devil when you're free again, would 
you have to change pretty much your whole life? Can you take what's 
wholesome about your life and rebuild your life from that? What do you 
hope your life becomes? How will you make it that way? 
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Being At YGC 

Man, being here at YGC is a whole bunch of bull, wakin' 
up in the morning cold as hell, steppin' outside, sitting 
at some ugly-ass checker table eatin' some nasty food, 
then heading to school department and sitting in front of 
teacher who don't know what the 

hell they talking. I mean don't get me wrong, they 
know how they subject go, but they don't know how to 
teach. Then being mug by everyone that walk past the 
classroom. They don't want it though. 

Then coming back eatin' some nasty, maybe even 
old lunch. Then going to gym. Man, don't even want me 
to talk about that one-hour rec. Then nasty-ass dinner 
again, then rec again, then bed, a boring ass day. 

-P-Nuty 

From the Beat: Not a bad description of what being locked up is all 
about. But what did you expect, a hotel? 
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In M) Miied 



Now let me start off like this: Drama is irrelevant. It don't 
make sense. So all this baby momma vs. baby daddy is 
crazy. And for the baby mamma, if you do got yo' shhh 
together, don't have it. And baby daddy be like they miss 
they kids. So stop getting locked up. 

-M Lene 

From The Beat: We read a lot about incarcerated young people loving 
their babies, but we often wonder why they let themselves get taken 
away from their babies if they really loved them. Sometimes, the anger 
they have towards each other seems more important than the love they 
say they have for the child. (The Beat name you chose is not acceptable, 
so we changed it.) 



JlWlllririHIUrtil 



What it do Beat? Let me tell you about my American 
Dream. It's simple: my American Dream is to be rich, to 
be respected and to have knowledge of different things. 
I wanna be rich because I want to have everything I ever 
wanted. I also want to be rich to help my family and buy 
them whatever they want and need. 

I want knowledge, street knowledge, and knowledge 
about anything you can think of. So that's my American 
Dream. Oh Yeah, I also want my gun license when 

I get out of YGC. 

-LIT Mims 

From The Beat: We really don't know anyone who doesn't want to be 
rich, but for most, it's like a child's desire to be President, nothing more 



and then follow it. Getting knowledge — school knowledge — is one 
of the best strategies to achieve your goal, but then, getting that gun 
license is one of the worst strategies, because that gun (licensed or not) 
will certainly make you believe you are bigger and stronger than you 
are, and tempt you into situations you have no business being in. We 
hope you learn this before the lesson comes too late. 



RIP Spank 

Rip Spank. I miss you so much. I wish that you was there 
with me. Man, I'm going crazy 'cause you gone. I wish... 
I wish that I can hold you now. I wish I can see you now. 
And Man, why you have to leave me? 

Man, when you was here you be beating me. Man, 
when I was smokin' weed you be telling ma mom and 
sister. 

Well, I got to go now. Love, yo' lil* sis. 

-Missia 

From The Beat: We're so sorry that this boy you loved is gone. But at the 
same time, a boy that beats a girl — whatever the reason — is not acting 
like a big brother. We hope you never let anyone hit you. Would you 
allow someone to beat someone you love? Well, do you love yourself? 
We sure hope so. 



I 



American Dreii 



X 



My American Dream is to make lots of ends, feel me. 
Do big thangs, me and da bruhs. We gone be sitting on 
24's and up, you feel me, have tremendous slap rocking 
da whole block. You know fat chains and diamond out 
Rolexes. You know how we do it, Man. It ain't nothing 
to it but to do it, ya heard. Get moms a fat house out da 
ghetto have her rolling like Gucci. Man ya feel me, doing 
big thangs. 

-Da C Ninja 

From The Beat: Your dream is all about things. Are there other things 
you dream about — an education, a family, a relationship with God? 



What I Don't Understand 



Man, I don't understand why I live my life like this. 
And I don't understand why I'm wit' the shhh. And I 
don't understand why I ride for my ninjas. And I don't 
understand why I keep thuggin', knowing I'ma die wit' 
my finger on the trigger. I don't understand why I love 
someone and they don't love me back. And when my 
homies get whacked. But when I start to, I'ma holla 
back. 

-Hot-Rod 

From The Beat: We think you understand a lot more than you pretend to 
in this piece. But regardless, we sure hope that understanding you say 
you don't have comes to you before you find yourself locked up for long 
years in filthy prisons still not understanding... 



Bad News 



What's up Beat? Well for me, I'm not doing so good. I 
went to court today, 7/24. 

I got some bad news at court. They just wasting my 
time. I been here for 92 days 

Now, and I have to wait until Oct 16 to go back to 
court. They just playing with my time, but what can I say? 
I did the crime, now I'm doing the time. 

I'm just waiting to get sent to the pen. I got my deal: 
three years in state prison! I'm not trippin'. That's how 
my life goes. The bad part is I just want to start my time. 
Time isn't shhh. I'm'a do it. But when I get out, I'ma do it 
big and work it out with life. But until that time comes, 
I'm sav it out, "ya dig." I'm out Beat. 

-Vago 

From The Beat: Its too bad that you look at time as nothing, because 
in the end, time is all that any of us has, and when its gone, its gone 
forever. We hope you approach your three-year sentence with more 
maturity and wisdom than you seem to approach your time here, which 
is to "sav it out." That's letting the time do you, when you should be 
focusing on changes you want to bring about in your post-prison life. 
Without that focus, you'll just drift back in and out of places like this, 
which truly is a terrible waste! 



Why Are Police On Our Line? 

Some things I don't understand — why police mess with 
African -American kids with dreads and gold ones. Man, 
they will hop out on you for no reason with their guns 

Drawn, like they are scared of you because you grown 
your hair and bought yourself some gold and put it in 
your mouth. 

In my 'je'ts they hoppin' out with M-16's taking us for 
no reason, planting spit everywhere, beating people up 
all, da spit! They shady! I don't understand, bra! 

-Anton 

From The Beat: Do you really think it's the dreads and gold the police 
are afraid of, or some of the behavior that they've seen going down 
on the streets? We know the police can be as shady as the people they 
put in jail, but that doesn't remove your own responsibility for doing 
whatever it was that gave them the power they now have over you. You 
won't change them, so maybe it would be wise to focus on what you can 
change — yourself! 




unnnnBmmr ///////// 




//// // 



My America Dream 



x r 



Dream! My dream is to be a wise businessman, being 
a Real Estate owner of homes, or maybe being a top dog 
in what I really do — really left not said. But I just want 
to have a beautiful life, with my wife and daughter, be a 
millionaire and be all the way out sticking to the G-code, 
yadaa! 

-Jay Pitt 

From The Beat: To be honest, we don't see much thought about your 
daughter here. Instead, we see the same old focus that has led you to 
the same-old lock-up in the past. Stick to the G code, and you'll leave 
another child fatherless. 



oing Back To School 

I know you do not like me. I do not care. I do not give a 
shhh about the system 'cause when I get out I'm going 
back to school and work. 

I hate the way block brothers and sister be killing 
themselves. Man, when I was lil' it was better than now. 
Man, I hate shhh like when girls gossip about what 
happen to them, about who ugly and who got hella money 
and what ninja going to marry them, how many babies 
they going to have. 

-Dark Side 

From The Beat: We really want to encourage you to follow through on 
the promise you make here to go back to school. That is the key to 
unlocking many doors. It is also the ticket out of here so you won't 
have to listen to childish talk of others who are less concerned about 



Miss You 



Thinking about you, missing you, so much love 

I care about you, I show you the true meaning of love 

Did everything with you... ride with you 

You did the same, got my trust and heart and took care 

of it 

You got it out the game supporting me, loving me and 

caressing me 

And I'm losing my head 

Made me feel good and beautiful and always loved me all 

the way 

I miss your touch, your hugs and kisses, wishing you 

was here with me 

I never trusted a guy or felt love 

You got sent from above 

Thank you for opening my heart 

Got close to you... I just don't want to let you go 

I love you and I'm ready to be with you and give you a 

chance 

You really showed me the true meaning of love 

Never judge me and love me for me 

Would you ever be mine 

Wondering about our future 

I cherish you and appreciate you for all the love 

But why did you play on me and disappear out of my 

life? 

I just wish you change so I could have you and love you 

And you be part of my life 

-Lucero 

From The Beat: We weren't expecting the ending to this poem because 
the build-up was so big. Did he tell you why he was disappearing, or 
did he just move on? If he didn't sit and talk with you, then we think 
he's not worth your love, even though we know it hurts to have love 
pulled away. But we're old enough to know that what can seem like 
our world has crashed because love leaves doesn't last forever, and that 
when you find that love who truly respects you enough to keep it real 
and be honest, you'll forget the pain you're feeling right now and sail 
back into the clouds. 



My American Dream 



\ 



Man! Whatsup Beat? What's crackin'? Me, just chilln' wit 
the homies in here! I just want to say what's my American 
Dream, so let me tell you. My American Dream is to get 
out this place and get a job. I don't want to share drawe's 
wit' people. What the hell is that? I'm hot 'cause of dat 
shhh. 

I got two bruhs in here right now fightin' a case, but 
let me get back to my American Dream. I want to be a 
football player and smack ninjas, you feel me. But my 
hand hurt, so I'ma end it right here! 

-Chunky 

From The Beat: Your dream looks so simple, but really, it's the most 
important dream to have because it's a path towards regaining control 
of your own life and future. You may be able to play football for money, 
but just in case that doesn't work out, we hope you get your education 
because it opens all kinds of doors for you. 



Rising Oot Da Flames 

My American Dream is to live. I want to be able to live 
problem-, stresss- and worry-free. I want to be able to go 
wherever I want, whenever I want, 'cause right now in life 
I gotta stay on my toes and watch my surroundings. Plus, 
the people you claim to be ya folks got hate in they blood, 
so you gotta watch them on top of the characters you 
funk with. It's hectic. 

I want to be able to live smooth, chillin', handling my 
business, having fun, going places out the city, out of 
California. I want to live. That's it. 

I'm young right now, caught up in a lot of bs. Why? I 
don't know... just because of some of the dumb choices 
I've made in life. But I live and deal with. I got no choice. 
I'ma soljah in this shhh til the end. 

Whoever reads this just know I'm one of dem 'heems 
out here doin' me, an' that's that. Like I said, I'm soljah 
in this, and I'm live to the fullest. My dream is to make 
someone of myself, be someone no one every could be 
compared to, 'cause I'm myself I'ma make. You could 
count on that. I'ma have cheese, chips, clothes, jewelry, 
all that. It's coming. All it takes is some time. I'ma hot 
boy and I'm rise out these flames. 

-Zacky 

From The Beat: Let us be the first to tell you that there is no such 
thing as a worry-free, stress-free, or problem-free life. Only stiffs in the 
graveyard are worry-free. There's something else we can't agree with 
you about, either, and that's the line that you have no choice. That's just 
plain not true. Even soldiers in war have choices, and make them all the 
time. (Some even make the truly courageous choice to walk away.) You 
may or may not achieve the goals you've set for yourself, but they are 
far less important than the methods you have in mind to achieve them. 
All we can tell you is that our prisons are filled and overfilled with men 
and women who thought they could have it all by any means necessary. 
Now, they're stacking their chips for those who run their lives every 



More Justice 



'Sup With The Beat? My American Dream... to me it 
feel like they got a license to steal from the public. They 
putting guns out here. Public schools, don't learn what 
private schools learn. The public defender don't' want to 
see us success. Anyway it's still poverty murda, violence 
never a moment of rest. I want to see more justice for real 
ya dig. 

-C-F Dubb 

From The Beat: We wish you would add some real details to this. What 
would "more justice" look like? If "they" are putting guns out there, 
who are "they," and does that mean that YOU have to pick them up 
and use them? There are a lot of problems with public schools, but isn't 
one of those problems that too many young people don't go, or don't 
pay attention when they go, or get stoned before they go? How much 
do you contribute to the problem you describe, and how much do you 
contribute to the solution? 




unnnnBmmr ///////// 




//// // 



Special Someone 



What it do, Beat? Dis 8-Ball from Daly City. I'm Anna 
write about mail and letters I get. I like to get letters up 
in here. It always feels good to get mail up here. When I 
don't get mail, I feel hella down. I get kites from family, 
homeboys and home girls. I also receive pictures. 

The mail data I get hyped about is hen I get a letter 
from my Special Someone, "D." Every time I get a letter 
from her, I feel hyped, but at da same time, down. I feel 
hyped 'cause I get glad to hear dat he doing good, dat she 
think 'bout me, and dat she misses me, too. Sometimes it 
makes me feel down 'cause I would like to be on da outs 
kickin' it with' her, but instead I'm rotting in here up in 
YGC. 

I hope I get out soon. I'll like to send a shout out to 
"D!" I miss you too, and we is Anna kick it when I get 
out. 

I'm outs. 

-8-Ball 

From The Beat: We hope you know how lucky you are to get letters from 
a special someone on the outs. Lots of times, those "special" people just 
fade away when the ones they loved decided to act selfishly and allow 
themselves to be taken away from them. We hope you think carefully 
about this now, so that when you do find yourself back with "D," you'll 
be able to stay with her, and not put yourself back in the box where you 
have to wait for letters... 



Wanting My Cake 

My American Dream is to get a lot of cake 
Drawing drawings after drawings for the customers to 

pay 

My raps is so raw 

And in art I get bars 

I want freedom,,, 

Jail? Naw! I don't want bars! 

I tell you Fma star, wonderin' why people hate 

People think they can rap come to me, they get ate 

Sit 'em down quick with the clip, he get eight 

Cops come, I get arrested, now I'm locked behind gates 

People so fake and I'm real like a diamond 
Shine like a diamond, but nobody sees, they won't find 

me 

And I'm so shiny like the sword that I fight with 

And flow for The Beat... Put this in after I write this! 

-Chavail 

From The Beat: You gave the cops all the power they needed/And so, 
from that rap throne you've been unseated/Shining like a diamond is 
all very well/But can it be done from a dingy cell/You've squandered 
the biggest treasure of life — your freedom/And now you write jail 
raps in the hopes that we'll read 'em/And while we find your words 
to be entertaining/It's your deeds that will decide what future you're 
claiming 



Get My Life Back 

When I sit in YGC I think about my mom. How she used 
to tell me to be a man. Now I take that into consideration 
That's why I say she is magical. 

I don't know why I did some dumb shhh. I did a lot 
of time in YGC. Man, I miss my baby boy. My little son 
makes me think about doing the right thing when I get 
out. It feels like I don't got a life. All I want is my life back. 
I pray to God that I get my life back. 

-AJ 



because of incarceration. We think a boy really needs his father in his 
life. Was your father there for you? If so, what lessons did he instill in 
you? If not, doesn't that make you want to be there for your son even 
more? The time to think about missing your boy is before you do the 
things that can lead you away from him. So don't forget that the next 
time you are there for him. 



Wonder Why 



\ 






I wonder why I can't just have fun 

Kick back and chill 

Without poppin' a pill 

I wonder why you wanna put G's on your grill 

'Cause when you smile all I see is my next meal 

I wonder why the DA don't wanna give me a deal 

I wonder why when I get high I love the sensation I feel 

I wonder why my ninja didn't have a strap when his 

blood got spilled 

I wonder why some sucka had to pay big bills 

To have my homie killed 

I wonder why my ninja had to die 

I wonder if my homies are restin' in paradise 

I wonder why life ain't nothin' but a game of dice 

I wonder why I'm still alive 

I wonder if I'll ever have a wife 

I wonder why they say gang bangin' is a vice 

And if you tell me why my homies get put on plastic 

bags 

I'll tell you why me and my ninjas are lunatic hogs 

But if you just tell me why I'll tell you a lil' more 'bout 

my life 

-Lil' Lazy 

From The Beat: It's strange how you have all these great things to 
wonder about when in the end its pretty easy to understand why these 
things are happening. If you've got eyes and a brain, then you know 
that's what comes with the life of being 'lunatic hogs.' But maybe you 
don't see it this way, so what are some answers you've been coming up 
with as to the things you're wondering about? Do you see any other life 
for you besides gang-banging? Even if we can't answer your questions, 
we hope you tell us more about your life... 

Even/ time I get a letter from 
her, I feel hifped, but at da same 
time, down. 



Cheating Death 

Q-vole Beat? This be the homie Termite coming from the 
Unit 7. 

Well, I wanna talk about a time I cheated death. I 
remember when me, Young Jokes, and homie Black were 
kicking it. Then these four fools came out of nowhere and 
started dumping at us. The homie Black had just warned 
us about them but we weren't really tripping. All four had 
straps and started unloading on us. 

I saw my life flash in a quick instance. These four 
fools shot at us from across the street on foot. We ran into 
the liquor store and my boy Black got shot three times. 
Jokes ran in, then me, then da homie Black. The trippy 
part about it was that if I would've ran last, I would've got 
hit 

As I saw my boy fall into the store, I thought it was 
over. If I could go back, I would take the bullets. But 
thank God my boy didn't die. Some people say that would 
have been a wake-up call for them, but me, it's the life I 
choose. It's too bad this shhh is just a everyday thang for 
us growing up in da 'hood. 

-Termite 

From The Beat: Damn, for most of us that would be too close for comfort. 
At the end of your piece you kind of shrug it off like, "Oh well, its 
the life I choose." But what makes you choose such a life? Do you see 
yourself choosing any other life besides the one you've chosen, or do 
you think you'll be banging forever? And if so, how long do you think 
"forever" will be for you? How many more "close calls" do you think you 
have left? We're knocking on wood as we write this... but it will take 
more than good luck to keep you from the consequences of your own 
choices. 
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The Magicalest Person 



x 



The magicalest person to me would be my mom because 
without her I wouldn't even be here right now still alive. 
And without her I wouldn't have a roof over my head or 
clothes on my body or food to be fed to me. She's been a 
hard working mother before I was even born. 

Before, my dad would help my mom in her business, 
but after he died she had to work twice as harder, seven 
days a week without having any vacation. She still tries 
to support me, my brothers, and sister. Ain't that magical 
or what? You tell me. Doesn't come to visit me because 
that's how busy she is, but I ain't mad at her. I understand. 
Hope to at least to see her at court because I miss my 
momma. A'ight then Beat, later! 

-Viet Ox 

From The Beat: Of course you miss your momma, and we know she 
misses you. That's why we wonder why you would put other people 
and things ahead of her and do those things that give the system the 
power to take you from her. From what you've written, its clear that she 
deserves better from you. We hope you get to see her soon, and then 
we hope that you'll find a way to sacrifice some of what you like doing 
in order to pay back just a little that your mom wants, and that is you 
at home with her. 



Family 

One day we'll be re-united again, all the time we shared 
and growing up together I'll never forget. Just because 
I'm here and can't keep in contact with you bro's doesn't 
mean before going to sleep I don't reminisce about all the 
fun and serious times we had to go through. If y'all make 
any decision I don't care what, just remember that I got 
your back all the way. Ann em suot doi... 

-Viet Ox 

From The Beat: We hope you do get to reunite with your brothers, and 
that when you do, you'll all have your mothers back and stop doing the 



Thing I Don't Understand 



What's good, Beat? Well the thing I don't understand is 
why these people keep pushing my court date. The last 
time they pushed my court date was fo' like two months 
straight. And when they be saying all those numbers and 
shhh, the only thing dat I understand in court is me and 
all my uso's name. That's about it. E'rything else I don't 
even understand. 

But all right then Beat. Y'all stay safe and easy. Sa 
love. 

-Giant Samoa 

From The Beat: We don't know why they keep pushing your court date 
off, but we do know that the system is jammed with people waiting for 
court dates. Too many of you doing too much dirt to expect anything to 
move too fast — once you hand over your freedom to the system. 



What's crackin wit' it Beat? I'm just chillin' like a villain 
up in my unit, chillin' wit' the cut throats, no poodles. 
Just trying to forget things in my head and stay up in do 
my thang in here. So far time going by a lil' fast getting 
strong day by day. It's nothin'. I don't think bout going 
home soon 'cause they trying to get me for some bs. I try 
to be comfortable as I can. 

-Smokey 

From The Beat: So, they're trying to get you for some bs. Does that mean 
you didn't do what they're trying to get you for, or that you should be 
able to skate without consequences? This may be "nothin'," but when 
months are added to months and become years added to years, then 
it becomes "somethin'." One thing about dog pounds filled with sweet 
little lapdogs as well as dangerous fighting animals — they're all locked 
behind bars! 






I loi't Inderstand 



X 



I don't understand why the system stay treating me 

different 
Sending me to the Y over a VOP — no crime that is 

specific 

I don't understand why my PO stay doing me dirty 

I think it's because she thinks I do crimes and show no 

pity 
I don't understand why the programs that interview me 

stay not accepting me 
Maybe because my file is so thick that they can't truly 

see 

But don't let me bore you, because the list goes on 

If I was to finish it, you probably be gone 

And maybe you people don't give a damn 

But these are just a few things I don't understand 

-Giovanni 

From The Beat: It seems to us, from what you've written, that you 
understand a lot more than you say you do. If you were the PO in 
charge of someone with a file as thick as yours (which says that you've 
made promises before that you haven't been able to keep), what would 
you do? What does your PO explain to you about her recommendation? 
What do the programs that reject you give you as their reasons? 
Ultimately, Giovanni, it doesn't really matter too much whether we 
care or not (we do). What really matters is whether you care enough to 
counteract that thick file of negatives with a new attitude and some 
positive accomplishments that begin to stack up on the other side of 
the scales... 



Justice Vs Revenge 

For some crimes people should be put in jail. But some 
crimes the person that committed the crime should be 
able to take revenge or take matters into their own hands. 
But as for murder and rape, I think they should be put in 
jail until they learned their lesson. 

As for the justice system I think they are sentencing 
people ridiculous time. Like for example 88 years to life. 
I think a man can learn his lesson in less than 88 years 
to life. So basically what the system is doing is getting 
revenge on the people that have committed murder. 
Because they are either going to die in prison or get out 
too old to start a life. 

-C 

From The Beat: We agree with much of what you say, especially that 
these extremely long prison sentences offer no hope of people learning 
and moving on. But we wish you had added some more of your thinking. 
For example, you say that you think some victims should have the right 
to take the law into their own hands and get their own revenge. What 
did you have in mind? What kind of crimes would these be? What if 
everybody had their own personal list of crimes they thought justified 
a "personal" response. What would the result look like? 



Just Wasting Time 

What it do Beaters? Well I really don't know what to talk 
about. So I'm just going to spit what's on my mind at this 
time, which really ain't nothing, ha ha. Everything been 
going pretty "firme" for me. 

My charges got dropped. I turned 18 a couple of days 
ago, so you know what that means it's going to be crackin' 
'cause I ain't got no lady to hold this homeboy down, 
feel me, 'cause I'm that Travieso mas chingon. Well I'm 
running out of time so I'm going to cut the string to this 
kite, so it could touch down. So until pencil and paper 
meet again. This chingon is gone. POOF! Alratos. 

-Travieso 

From The Beat: You were right when you wrote what's on your mind 
"really ain't nothing." If you need a lady to hold you down — if you 
can't hold yourself down — then you'll be bouncing back to one of these 
locked places real soon. And, as you know, once you reach the ripe old 
age you've become, things get a lot tougher. Maybe it's time you became 
Mas Inteligente! 
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My American Dream 



x 



What is an American Dream? I think an American Dream 
is whatever you want it to be. Because if someone wanted 
to become like Al Capone the gangsta, that could be their 
American Dream. But my dream would be to live until I 
am at least 75 years old. I would like to have a couple of 
businesses. And just live a good healthy life. 

-C 

From The Beat: Living to be 75 is well within your power to achieve, but 
some activities make this more or less likely to happen. For example, 
smoking cigarettes might make it harder to live this long, or posting on 
the block might shorten a persons life span. So, what are you doing to 
make your dream come true? 



Justice Vs. Revenge 



When people serve time for a crime they committed, 
that is not justice. If someone is murdered, and the killer 
goes and serves life in the pen, how is that justice to the 
victims mother? What type of comfort is it to the mother 
knowing that that person will not be changed, but just 
sentenced to life in prison? I think that making people 
serve time has no effect on victims family. I think the 
family should have revenge. After all, the Bible says an 
eye for an eye... 

-Creeper 

From The Beat: Yes, the Bible says an eye for an eye. It also says that 
children who disobey their parents should be stoned to death ("If a man 
have a stubborn and rebellious son, which will not obey the voice of his 
father, or the voice of his mother... all the men of the city shall stone 
him with stones, that he die..." (Deut. 21:18, 21), and that homosexuals 
and adulterers should be put to death (Leviticus 20). Do you believe 
all of these things as well? That mother who has lost her child to the 
violence of the streets — do you think she'll feel any better knowing 
that her sons killer was killed? How does punishing the criminal make 
the victim whole? If justice were nothing more than letting the victims 
take their revenge, what do you think our country would look like? 



I Don't Understand Me 



What up Beat,? This homeboy Knuckles from the max 
and I kind oflike this topic to write 'bout. Well one thing I 
don't understand is why I do the things I do to get myself 
in a place like this. 

I honestly don't know why I do this. For some reason 
I see them as stuff that is fun to do, I don't know why 
though. 

I also don't understand why I desire the violent and 
evil life that I live. It's like I want to do bad things and hurt 
other people. Whenever I try to do good, the temptation 
is just too much for me. I just always want to do horrible 
things for some reason that I quite don't understand. I 
don't see how anybody would want anything like that. 
Pero, there's people out there who just do and I guess I 
am one of them. 

I don't think I'll ever do right. When I'm on the outs 
again, I just know I am gonna screw up and end up back 
here, just because I don't understand why I like to do 
bad. 

I even know that most likely I'm goin' to end up in 
prison. I know this because no matter how many times 
that I get locked up, that stuff I don't understand will 
most likely continue. 

Well hopefully God will help me change my ways and 
I won't have to end up like that. 

Well that's all I got for you Beat. I'm out. Ghost. 

-Knuckles 

From The Beat: If the judge asked you why you do the things you do, 
you couldn't answer him/her? Seriously? What is so fun about breaking 
the law or hurting another? YOUR God won't help you until you begin 
to help yourself! Take a good look at yourself and stop offering excuses 
and get busy taking responsibility for you! 






li My Lord 



X 



Lord, could you help me 

I'm goin' through some hard times 

I'm a momma's boy so I hate goin' to visit and seeing my 

motha cry 

It hurt me inside 

To see the tears of love, hurt and pain dripping down her 

eyes 

But even dough it hurts me to see my family hurt 

Gang banging is like a disease, it's contagious 

Killing me softly 

It's like I'm on the death row, awaiting my death 

'Cause a lot of people say that I'm goin' to die like the 

rest 
Who caught bullets to they chest or stabbed in the heart 
But the way I see it is that they was just a soldier tryin' 

to play they part 
It's too hot in the light so I'm just gone be posted in the 

dark... 

-Tiny Samoa 

From The Beat: We have to ask you how serious you are when you 
send a prayer like this to the Lord. It seems to us that you sound like 
you're sincere at the beginning asking for His help, but then at the end, 
you spit in His face by saying you're for your boys, and that whatever 
answer you might get, you're going to be "posted in the dark." If "gang 
banging is like a disease," then we want to quote something that the 
Lord you're praying to said in the Bible: "...heal thyself!" (Luke 4:23) Of 
course, if you are enjoying the disease, then you can't really complain 
about the symptoms (including jail) — or try to fool the Lord with empty 
prayers... 



Can't Understand 



The Beat Within 






J 



I don't understand many things. . . . about life, for example, 
why do we suffer so much in life? Why is my life like this? 
Those are things I don't understand but at the same time 
I have no choice but to suffer or to stop and think why my 
life is how it is. Hopefully one day I'll understand, but for 
now I'll just let time go by and live my life the way it is. 

-Loony 

From The Beat: You speak about suffering, why do you suffer? Can you 
look back at the choices you (and your family) made, or did not make? 
Do they play apart in the suffering, and why your life is like this? So, 
are you ready to make changes for the better in your life, or are you still 
wasting your time chillin', letting time go by? 



Hey Beat" How are you doin'? Me, for myself I've been 
good just hanging out like wet laundry in this hole, just 
tryin' to keep my cool in here. Ninjas be on that sucka 
shhh. Also that bs, ya feel me. But yeah, I just be chillin', 
tryin' to get my time over with, ya feel me. 

-Wet Laundry 

From The Beat: Getting your time over with is just a matter of sitting 
and waiting. But then what? That's what we'd like to here about — your 
thoughts about what you plan to do when your time is over that will 
keep you from doing time again. 



Locked Up 

Locked up for about a week now 

Don't think they going to let me slip out 

What I do every day. . . 

Wake up and all I want to do is shout 

'Cause I know I'm not going to slip out 

From this burnout 

-New Booty 

From The Beat: Well, since you can't slip out of the physical place they're 
holding you in, can you slip out of the mindset that put you here? 
Change starts with a desire to change, and no change only guarantees 
more of the same consequences. Up to you. 
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I'm Still Here 



I Don't Understand You 



You sit there and tell me how to live my life when I'm 

my own man there are some things about ya'll that I 

don't understand 

there's nothing wrong about how I'm stayin' alive 

I do what I gotta do in order to strive 

I don't understand why some of you envy 

while at the same time we shake hands and your actin' 

all friendly 

get off the nuts homeboy and continue your walkin', 

I don't feel you or that nonsense you standing there 

talking 

I don't understand why you sat there and lied 

then you sat there wonderin' why they ain't by your side 

you sittin' locked up all alone daydreamin' all day 

wishin' you're home knowin' what you did was wrong 

and you still don't show no remorse, that's something I 

don't understand. 

-Chimy 

From The Beat: You are right on topic, as it sounds like you write about 
the choice of a young homie. Don't lose hope, and remember the core 
problem here is you, not the homie, and once you see where you went 
wrong and what you need to do to better your life, we know you'll feel 
so liberated. You have mad skills too, to do much more. 



Things I Don't Dnderstand 

Do what you can with what you have where you are 
'cause your life can be taking away by a pull of the 

trigger. 
Half the people I grew up with are in prison or just 

getting out. 

Stay around and do what you do 'cause for now I'm 

chillin' in the max. 

-June's homie, RIP 

From The Beat: Chillin' is what you do, 'cause it's cool? Or is it because 
this is how you want to live, going in and out of jail and having the 
system constantly breathing down your neck and having your family 
constantly worry about you and slowly lose faith in your lack of trying 
to better your life? 



Hey what up Beat, it's your girl Sarah. 

Well I'm not feelin' the topics, but this magical person 
is on my mind. I mean damn he feels the same way about 
me, but it's crazy because I never thought. 

I would always see him, but he looks different now 
but it's all good because I no he is the same person but 
it's cool! But yeah this bird is always on my mind. 

But anyways, I'm hella stressing about my lil' brother, 
because everybody is telling me that he is not even trying 
to try to do good. I mean the only thing he could do is be 
on a level but I get mad because Prop 21 is around the 
corner. 

He doesn't even try to think that there is others out I 
there missing him and wishing he would just do good, but 
I just hope he sees if I can do it then he can do anything 
-- besides being locked up anymore. 

He can be out with mom and helping her with my lil' 
brothers and sisters, and I'm getting out any day. 

But I'm going to make this short but as always your I 
girl has much love and sends my up most respect! I'm out 
for now! 

-Sarah 

From The Beat: We hope you do get out, and that also you are able 
to be with your family. We hope for your brother too. What is it that 
gives you the most strength to get through your days? What gives you 
courage? What is your plan/dream for the future? Maybe thinking about 
these questions will help you get through life. 



I 






Dude Boy Gone Bad 



\ 



-Cruel thoughts an false judgements, world is 

unbalanced- 

-One decision life over, life gone, a waste of talent- 

-Overcome the world's defects, stay on top of haters- 

-Non-gang-banger, a Puerto Rican money-motivator- 

-Chrome banga blazer, Darth Vader can't touch my 

Saber- 

-Rise from the ashes, soul taker, the hellraiser- 

-Poo on my opponent, 'cause my bars is diarrhea- 

-Keep it lit, two fingers, see ya when I see ya- 

-Rude boy be my alias, an I go oh so Stewie- 

-Flame out my mouth, spit shells like an oozy- 

-I don't understand, why females is so dirty- 

-You got me going, gig an groove, off two V2 bright and 

early- 

-High pedestal, whose on that stage I'm at- 

-Words is felt, like getting cracked wit' a baseball bat- 

-I'm out, enjoy yo' walls and yo' right hand- 

I -Might be lefty but just switch up yo' plan- 
-Valle 

From The Beat: Yeah, you can go bad Rude Boy Valle, but we wish if you 
come at us again you come with some mad lyrical game that teaches the 
masses and not simply give the few homies chuckles. 



There's 



One thing I don't understand is the way I live my life, 

I don't understand why since the age of twelve 

I've been roamin' the streets all night, 

why I've never dreamed of a wife, 

why for us Latinos there is no such thing as a golden 

ticket 

just struggling and strife, 

why the demons always have to invade my sleep at night, 

why I don't trust my brother but still we so tight, 

why I got a daughter but was never given a chance to 

be a father, why people say their tryin' to help but they 

never bother, 
why blondes can kill somebody and still get away with 

manslaughter, 

why I can pass the street life test and still my life is a 

mess. 

-LC 

From The Beat: Sounds like too many excuses to us. We see a young man. 



life his priority. Sure we only know you from your writing, but you are 
a damn good one at that. We hope given the seriousness of your case, 
you will get serious and attempt to figure out how to make amends to 
yourself and those who care about you. WE would hate for you to carry 
the pain of never attempting to connect with your daughter. 



My Dream 

My dream is to became a world renown cartoon artist. 

I want my art to be known throughout the world. 

Be famous, shhh like that. 

I want to have my family, at least five kids, 

I want to have more or as many kids as my brother. 

Just raise my lil' tribe, but most of all I want to lone my 

artistic skills and became well known. I wanna be in at 

heast one movie as well. I also want to be the best father 

I can be. 

-Blizz 

From The Beat: Blizz, you have the skills as an artist, and we hope you 
get yourself into the local art academy so you can refine and better 
your skills, and if you need our support let us know! As for being a 
father, well you need to get yourself free of the system, get yourself 
educated, live right and prepare for the day when you are old enough 
and responsible to have a beautiful family! 



f 
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A Peaceful Place 



If only there was a place where we could live 

peaceful: 

a place where there is no evil and people you meet are 

not deceitful 

a place where you can roam the streets at night 

knowing in your mind there is no trouble that you'll 

find 

a place where the only struggle that exists 

is lost, forgotten, dead and rotting in the past 

and all the people are worry-free cause they found 

peace at last. 

Can't give up hope as I look up and take a glance at 

the clock 

and realize there's still enough time to take another 

shot. 

We don't know how many chances will be given 

to change this hateful world in which we're living. 

Let's get it done today not tomorrow 

for the earlier we get it done 

the greater the chances are we have to end the sorrow. 

All hate does is arouse our anger and increase our 

pain 

that's why I hope your world would change 

and that we take the time to rearrange our lives, 

so that the youth and the future have a chance to 

survive. 

-Christopher 

From The Beat: We all dream of this peaceful place that you so beautifully 
describe here. This is a strong and powerful poem and call to action. 



My Cambodian Dream 



\ 
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My Cambodian dream is to live a long happy life. I'm 

about to have a family soon and I really want to be 

there for my kid. 

My dream is to see my kids grow up 

happy, a good job, and get married. I don't want my 

kids to grow up the way I grew up. I grew up in a 

neighborhood full of gangsters. That's why I'm here, 

you feel me. I been growing up around them and hanging 

out with them. I'm also doing my best to change my 

life. I don't want to be locked up while my kids are 

growing up. 

I'm getting out next month and I'm getting 

out next month and I'm going to stay out. I been 

through too much shhh already. Also my dreams are to 

watch my family live a happy life. Well, I'm out Beat. 

-Attitude 

From The Beat: It is really meaningful that you changed the topic 
around to fit your ethnicity. We think that shows how connected you 
are to your identity. It seems like you also are really connected to what 



is going to take to change your life around. 



J 



Bad Fashion 



Things I don't understand is why nowadays are people 

wearing pink? Since the Hyphy movement came out, 

people started wearing pink and cartoon backpacks. 

That's little kid stuff. So why people started wearing 

fancy clothes, tryin to be cool? But now people is 

calling the carton backpacks dumb. I just don't get 

the way they're wearing stuff. 

Also, when it's the weekend - no school - I usually see 

people walking 

around with those Ninja Turtles or Power Ranger 

backpacks. It just makes me laugh. It's hilarious. 

-Family 

From The Beat: Hmmm, this is a good question. Fashion is often hard 
to understand. Do you think you would ever rock a fly pink shirt or a 
kiddie backpack? Some people say that a man who can pull off a pink 
shirt is really comfortable with his sexuality. 



/ don't understand how 
someone could hate to love 
t/otf. ] 



I Don't Understand a Hateful Love 

I don't understand how someone could hate to love you. 
If you love someone then you love them - that means 
you're willing to do anything for them: die for them, lie 
for them, cheat or steal for them. But someone who loves 
to hate you, but says they love you - that's crazy. I don't 
understand how they love you but treat you mean. They 
lie to you and abuse you mentally and physically. But 
when they say: "I'm sorry. I love you, everything's okay." 
That's why I don't understand what a hateful love is all 
about. 

-Rissa 

From The Beat: Wow, you've really hit ~~ -* — — -= -..-_* = _ 

hardest to understand in this world - --.., , — ... 

Even though you don't understand hateful love, what advice would you 
give a person who ended up in a situation like the one you described? 
Should they forgive or walk away? 



m 



Rock Out? 



My American Dream 

It's hard to come to America and be something good in 
life. Because anything you do has a purpose like when 
you get locked up you keep getting in trouble. Most of 
the people that are talented in drawing, sports and 
other stuff are locked up and could have had an 
American Dream. 

Look at Maurice Clarett for example, supposed to be the 
next best running back in the NFL at age 19 - now in 
prison for a gun charge. That's an American Dream now 
turned into a Prison Dream, his 
life's over now. 

-Shadow 

From The Beat: Interesting to hear about Clarett in light of all the 
media hype about Michael Vick. But, do you really think his life is over 
now because of being locked up? Consider boxer, Mike Tyson, even 



ho me maker, Martha Stewart! 



Things I don't understand, 

are rock metal bands. 

All the say is: "Rararara!" 

They don't even speak a language that exists, 

listening to it just gets me pissed, 

like that hardcore band Kiss. 

This kind of music hurts my head, 

always thinking about what they said. 

You can't even rock out, 

isn't this what this type of music is about? 

I think they're trying to just see who screams the 

loudest 

I don't think these people are considered artists. 

This is the thing I don't understand 

is the songs made by rock metal bands. 

-Strictly Family 

From The Beat: All we can say is that this piece made us laugh out loud! 
You have a real way with words and humor. But, come on, you've never 
even heard one raging metal song that you liked? 
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Justice vs. Revenge 



Waiting for my Prince Charming 



Justice to me means that you get the right punishment 
but all of us getting locked up for stupid shit. If 
you fail on probation for smoking or drinking you get 
locked up for just for getting high. You get 4 to 6 
months for drugs, not fighting or weapons -just for 
smoking weed. No, the justice system isn't fair and 
until they legalize it we'll keep coming in. Ya, it 
let me down. I don't think smoking weed is a crime 
punishable by all this time. 

-Stoner 

From The Beat: Why do you think they do punish marijuana use so 
heavily? Do you think it might have something to do with the larger 
issues around drug trafficking? We have also wondered about this severe 
punishment around a seemingly harmless drug but perhaps - especially 
when on probation - people have to walk the straight and narrow. 






Mj Magical Barber 

My barber Anthony Hamilton, he is a magical person 
because whenever he speaks everybody listens to what 
he got to say. When people need a good word of advice, 
he is always there with some good advice. Even when 
things aren't going good for you, he always will say 
something that will make you laugh. 

-Leshawn 

From The Beat: Its so nice to hear that there are still people in the 
community who can give you some good advice while providing an 
important service as well. Sometimes it feels like in the fast-paced 
world, these people get lost. Your barber sounds very magical! 



Things I Don t Understand 

I don't understand life 

I don't understand love 

I don't understand reality 

I don't understand hate 

I don't understand violence 

I don't understand between right and wrong 

I don't understand death 

I don't understand freedom because I keep on coming 

back 

I think I am running the track 

This cat don't know how to act 

Better yet this man don't know how to spit some mack 

-Chella 

From The Beat:This piece is especially strong when you talk about not 
understanding freedom. Do you really think that's why you keep coming 
back? Understanding the bigger issues in life is hard, but sometimes 
..^ _* ^. , ^_ *=- U re everything out and just go with 



Things I Don't Understand 

"Take a look at my girlfriend, cause she's the only one 
I got...." That's how the song goes. I wish my boyfriend 
would take a look at me. I mean, I know there's things 
about me he sees that I don't, but he don't act like it. I 
want him to show me some type of affection! I'm starting 
to think he doesn't care as much anymore. I don't 
understand. Is it maybe cause he's just that type of ninja? 
Is he scared to show his true feelings for me? He probably 
been hurt before. Who knows. It's just one of them things 
I'm not gonna understand. But it won't change how I feel 
about him. 

-Tina 

From The Beat: These are really honest questions about your boyfriends 
feelings. Have you ever tried to ask him about how he feels? Sometimes 
all we want is for our loved ones to really look at us. Perhaps the easiest 
way to understand how he feels is to try and communicate with him. 
It may not be the way your relationship is right now, but is there any 
harm in flying? 



I'll be waiting for my Prince Charming underneath the 
lockers on the beach. In a place we almost forgot. If he 
doesn't show, and if I have a soul, it will remain waiting. I 
know he'll pull up in his black '69 Mustang though. Then 
we'll drive off to a happier place and a happier day - and 
reside in a castle by the sea. Until that 26th day in April, 
that exists only in my mind, I'll be waiting for my Prince 
Charming. 

-Kitti Katz 

From The Beat: This piece has a really magical feel to it - an air of 
mystery about it. But, we have to ask, do you really need to wait for a 
Prince for the rest of your life? It seems like love and partnership are 
really important to you, but you also seem like a strong and independent 
young woman. How do you reconcile these impulses? 



\ 






M) Moan 



I love my mom with everything I got. She means so much 
to me 'cause I have put her through a lot. And at times it 
seems like I don't care but no matter what, I always will 
and always want her to be there. Either if I'm on the run 
or locked up, I want her to know that I love her and I'll try 
and keep my head up. 

Every time I do something bad, when it gets to my 
mom, I know it makes her more than sad. I never wanted 
to be the reason for her tears, cause to bring her down 
and have her leave this world is one of my worst fears. 

-Christina 

From The Beat: You say that it seems like you don't care, but you do - 
how is your family supposed to know this? Many times we don't realize 
how important our family is until we are far away from them. It seems 
like you are making a profound realization here about your relationship 
with your mom - have you written her a letter about it? 



Revenge 

I'd love to seek revenge!! I recently had a homeboy, that 
was more of a brother to me, pass away. I saw him get 
shot, just watching him there on my sister's bedroom 
floor holding his chest and trying to breathe. I was full 
of anger 'cause I didn't know who or what caused this 
shooting to happen. But one thing is for sure is that 
when me and my Gs find out who did this dirt, it's on and 
cracking. I would seek revenge for one of my Gs. One love 
for life, you are always in my heart. Your memory is tatted 
on my wrist. You were the solidest homie I know. 

-Sarah 

From The Beat: We appreciate your honest response to the topic for 
this week, but think about what you are saying: Will more bloodshed 
really be the way to memorialize your close friend? You could be the one 
to step away and stop the cycle of violence. Your anger and pain are 
understandable, but wouldn't saving a life be equally as powerful - if 
not more - than taking one? In his name, get out of the life!! 



Tried 



You looked so sad deep inside 
so I tried to give you my happiness 

but you became even sadder 

so I tried to give you my trust but 

you betrayed me for it 

so when I gave what little bit of love that I had 

you hated me and just threw this shhh straight back at 

me 

-Mariah 

From The Beat: Sometimes when we try to help those who are most 
injured, it is just too hard to get through that wall. Have you ever 
reacted this way to someone who tried to help you? Have you forgiven 
this person for reacting the way they did? 
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Some Days Are Good And Some Are Bad Spending My Birthday In The Halls 



Some days are good and some are bad. Life sucks 
sometimes, because you have to make certain choices to 
fit in and to be with the friends you want to be with. Some 
days there are fights and others are not. Where I live it is 
rough — the taunting. It is weird because every time, when 
people taunt me and if I don't fight, they call me all kinds 
of names. But other times, when other people start to 
fight and if they don't, it is all right. Sometimes I feel that 
I want to fight that person, because he or she convinces 
me to fight, but if I don't, they will call me all kinds of 
names. They will call me a weeny or a fruit. 

Like I said, days are good and bad. When days are 
good, it is fun. You are hanging out with you' patnas — it is 
all good. But when you are not, it is boring. In Marin City, 
there is a lot of temptations. It's just funny. Everybody is 
your friend and the other day they are not, because of one 
thing that you say or one thing that you do. 

-Jade 

From The Beat: It can be hard to stand up to anybody, especially to 
people you want to hang with, be your friends, and earn their respect. 
Sometimes, when something is about to go down that if you don't stop 
it, it won't get stopped, you (or anyone) has to risk everything, and get 
it shut down. Ironically, sometimes when you do have the courage to do 
what's right, even or especially if you risk being humiliated, you end up 
winning everyone's respect because you refused to be a coward. Often, 
when you do stand up, others will learn to trust you, because they 
know you're loyal and fearless, and that can create respect. 



Because of the mental state of juvenile halls, I will be 
flying. I've flown before, but not like this. Goodbye, world, 
I'm going to Wilderness Treatment Center in Redding 
(California). To all that are placement bound, don't run — 
it's not worth it. Go big or go home. Trust me, I've run 
five times and got caught. I've been to ROP and ran like a 
straight up G. I made it, too, twice — R House, Advent, and 
Walden House. I'm going to my last one and staying. If I 
run and come back in here, 'til I'm eighteen, that's a year 
from now. Yeah, it's not worth it. 

-Jesse 

From The Beat: You're offering some real wisdom, based on what you've 
already been through. We wish you all the best! Why not write us and 
let us know how you're doing up there and what the center is like? 



Magical Girl 

I'm writing about a magical girl called Daisy. Wow! Let 
me tell you, this girl had a spell on me. I was going out 
with this girl for, like, five months, and around April I met 
Daisy, and as soon as I saw her, I knew that she had to 
be my girl. So I was talking to her for about five days and 
asked her to be my girl, and it happened just like that. 
But I was still going out with that other girl, but I just 
broke up with her, like nothin'. And Daisy had my back 
to the fullest, but after a month that we was together, I 
got locked for a month, and I got out on the bracelet for 
a month, and she changed, and she wasn't magical any 
more, and I just got off the bracelet, and a week later, 
locked up again. And now I'm in here, waiting to get out 
and maybe I'll work things out with Daisy again... I like 
her. 

-Kasper 

From The Beat: Many get intimidated and/or scared when their girl/ 
boyfriend gets into some mess, arrested and goes to juvy. It's just too 
heavy for them to deal with. It sounds, from what you wrote, that Daisy 
was totally there for you until you messed up somehow. Why were you 
willing to risk your relationship with her? How does she feel about your 
going to juvy, do you know? Maybe if you get out and stay out of juvy, 
she'll have a good heart for you again. 



Today is my birthday and I'm spending it in the halls. 
I'm not doing anything in here. I just got in yesterday for 
being drunk in public. Me and my homies got drunk for 
my birthday. I wasn't thinking about getting caught up 
for this shhh, and now my PO's telling me I'm getting two 
months in here. 

-Chub 

From The Beat: We're sorry you're in juvy because you were drunk. How 
can you celebrate your birthday or any holiday, and have a whole lot 
of fun without getting messed up? Take a look at yourself and those 
negative habits. 






This Time 



Trash Bags 
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Adding time, 'cause wouldn't snitch 

I admitted to the charge, so why am I pissed? 

They come and go as they please 

Some POs, some police 

They walk away; live goes on 

Just another kid out of his home 

What I did was wrong, 

But why so long? 

I see my mom and then she gone 

They gettin' nastier 

I don't think I'm gonna eat 

Just chill in my room 

And wait for The Beat 

-Jordan 

From The Beat: Okay, Jordan, you've taken responsibility for whatever 
you did that went down, so you should be feeling good about all that. 
It must be rough for you to see your mom for such a little time, when 
she comes to visit you in juvy. 



Every time a kid was suspended from Bayside Elementary, 
Jimmy would always see Mr. W., the weirdo science 
teacher, dragging a big bag of trash to the dumpster, 
which was always said to contain all of the student's work 
and past projects. Once suspended, the kid always moved 
away or went to a different school. 

One day, one of Jimmy's friends, Marshall, was 
kicked out of class and sent to the prinicpal's office for 
back talk. Mr. W. called down to the office, recommending 
suspension. This wasn't fair. Marshall and Jimmy were 
best friends. He couldn't move! Marshall was told to stay 
after school. Jimmy told Marshall to call if anything bad 
happened. Marshall said he would. 

The next day Jimmy saw Mr. W. bringing out a trash 
bag. "Why didn't he call?" Jimmy thought. Jimmy walked 
with Mr. W. "Do you know where he went?" asked Jimmy. 
"Don't know. Don't care," Mr. W. said, and threw the bag 
in the dumpster carelessly. When he threw it, Marshall's 
wallet fell out when Jimmy opened it. It contained 
everything it usually did. "Why would he leave his wallet?" 
Jimmy thought. Jimmy closed the wallet. He opened the 
dumpster lid. He tried to grab the bag Mr. W. had just 
thrown in, but couldn't reach it. He fell in and landed on 
what felt like an arm. He jumped, hitting his head. The 
little light coming in from the crack of the doors on the 
dumpster showed him the name on the bag — "Marshall." 
He ripped it open. A terrible smell came from the bag. A 
cold liquid dripped on his hands. 

-Jordan 

From The Beat: Jordan, we here at The Beat are hoping that this is just 
the first chapter of a long story. Great start! We have to know what has 
happened to Marshall! So, hurry! 
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Words of wisdom 



There's a lot of fake delinquents roamin' the streets. 

A lot of young G's stay packin' the heats, 

the truth is I'm gonna send some words of wisdom. 

They should be askin' to lift 'em, trust me, 

in jail a brotha's heart get's rusty. 

Prayin' that God don't let another brotha bust me. 

I stay true to the game, so respect these words, 

don't live a lie just be yo' self, 
'cause catchin' hollow tips is bad for yo' health. 

- Kuruptone 

From The Beat: One simple question, are you not tired of living the 
gang life? You talk about roaming the streets, packing heat, and having 
a rusty heart. You need to think hard about the life you lead, before its 
you that ends up with that hollow point. 



Justice Vs. Revenge 

What's crackin' Beat? It's yo' boy Kurupt checkin' in, so 
one of the topics this week really put me on one when I 
read it. 

To me the justice system is shhh. Real talk. A lot of 
brothas is sittin' behind walls 'cause the justice system 
is false. 

I feel this way because I been down for damn near 
a year for some shhh I ain't even do. And ya boy ain't 
even been convicted, yadadamean? It seems like the D.A. 
thinks since a brotha done already did a bid and shhh, 
that it's all good to throw the book at a brotha. The shhh 
is false! 

The "Justice System" ain't shown a young 'G' no 
justice. So how these brothas' showin' justice? They ain't 
unless you call lockin' people down justice, but that's fo 
ya'll to decide. 

So now I believe in vigilante justice. People say that if 
people seek justice themselves everything will be corrupt. 
But this is already corrupt, you dig? 

So now I'm wait'in till court too see what kind of 
justice I am granted at trial, if any. I been in the system 
since 99' and they is holdin' on to me with a death grip. 
Yadadamean? I'm done fo' sure now. I'm facin' 20 odd 
years, but if I get out I'm gonna do right. We'll I'm out. 
One love to all The Beaters, God bless.. 

-Kurupt One 

From The Beat: Since 99' that puts you at about nine years old when you 
first got into the system. Living the life of a 'G' you should be grateful 
you're still alive. After doing your first bid you should have learned, 
crimes don't pay, and now you're looking at 20. One question, did the 
Justice System truly fail? 



I Don't Understand This Place 

Why is it 

why is it that the staff in this place treat kids so bad? 

They take out their aggression on us. 

They do things just to make us mad. 

They don't understand how much it sucks to be here. 

They make us stand on a line and look at a wall 

for fifty-nine minutes cause we talk. 

They give us OP for nothing. 

They don't do their jobs and hate us when we don't do 

ours. 
They think there better then us.... 

-Angry Juvenile 

From The Beat: The best way t odo yoru time is to mind your own 
business, don't bring attention to yourself and work on bettering 
yourself. It can be done. Don't blame the staff, take a look at you and 
remember where you sit. You're not in Disneyland! 



Confusing 
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There's just something I don't' understand, 

like why haven't they just got done with my case 

already? 

Or why do we have cop's that beat us down 

don't get charged with it, and when we do something to 

them 

we get jacked over? 

Or why the system takes so long to have our court date? 

That's just what I don't understand. 

I don't understand what there saying in court or 

understand 

why I've been here so long. 

Well I got to let you go The Beat Within. 

-Delinquent 

From The Beat: With any legal case it takes time, and the more 
complicated the case the longer it will take. If you have any questions 
about your case just ask your attorney. That is why they are there, 
Always remember, there is no such thing as a dumb question. Keep 
mind this is your life that stands in the balance. 
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Justice VS. Revenge /Public VS. Police 



So, many kids ask the question. "Why do cops treat kids 
the way they do?" I've asked this question myself, many 
times. I think the truth is those people that we put our 
trust in, that are here to "serve and protect", they are 
motivated by revenge rather then justice. 

Growing up with these people were probably building 
up hate for there peer's and now, finally they have power, 
well, kind of so they take advantage of it. So next time you 
get pulled over for speeding and end up in the hospital 
with three broken ribs, maybe you'll know why. 

-Alpha Child 

From The Beat: Its hard to believe that the things you talk about always 
happen. Its also hard to believe that getting pulled over will get you 
broken ribs. Maybe you should take a step back and look at your actions, 
and worry less about every one else. Think about what you are doing 
and why these things are happening to you. 



I Don't Understand Vinlence 

What I don't understand is why can the cops hit us, but 
when our moms and dad's hit us and some see it (and 
report it) then when the cops come my mom and pop's 
get in trouble, why, I don't understand? But why can the 
cop do it like one day I got pulled over by the cop's and I 
didn't even do anything and they put me in there cop car 
and took me to a field and beat me bad. THAT'S WHAT I 
DON'T UNDERSTAND. 

-Vincent 

From the Beat: The simple truth is no one should use violence on 
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violence needs to stop, help change the cycle, starting with your own 
actions. Make a change. 
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Magical People All Around You 
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There are magical people all around you, you just need 
to look at their magic and not their flaws. To me, the most 
important people I know are my brothers. Between all of 
us, we are unstoppable. When one of us is hurt, the rest 
of us feel the other person's pain. When we are happy, the 
group of us is lighter and more energetic. This helps me 
realize that sometimes you need help from other people. 
You can't do everything by yourself. I know they will 
always be there to help me. I also know that being locked 
up will hurt them more than me. That is my motivation to 
do better and get out. 

-JR 

From The Beat: Thank you for sharing that special connection you have 
with your siblings. You're able to see the effects of one on the group, 
and can hopefully continue to use this as the motivation you may need. 
Its also good that you're able to see the need for and accept help from 
others. This should not be limited just to family, because there are a lot 
of people out there who are genuine, and may want to share their magic 
with you and others. 



My American Dream 

My dream 

Is to play 

Play on a team 

A team from the Bay 

I want to play football 

Football will get me through life 

I'm not the smartest 

But I am one of the better ones 

I'm one of the toughest 

On me, a RB (running back) will get no runs 

Football will get me through school 

Without football, I think school would be harder for me 

School is what keeps me out of trouble 

But when football was on a break, is when I did bad 

Now I miss everything I had 

When I get out, I might have to start over 

Because when I get back, I won't know the plays 

But when I get back, I will work hard during double days 

I will work hard until I drop 

I will continue to work in the classroom, I won't stop 

Now you might wonder why I want this so bad 

I want this because my dream is to play ball 

I don't ever want to come back to the hall 

I want to stay out and get through school 

Not end up like my dad, bein' a fool 

I'll be the first to graduate in my family 

It will make them proud 

And when I go to college 

It will make them even more happy 

I will stay in ball, try to go all the way 

I'll do what I got to do, and forget the rest 

I'll work real hard, so I can do my best 

Now that was my American Dream 

And that was my plan 

-Drew 

From The Beat: Thank you! Sports parallel life in so many ways. Many 
lessons and things learned on the field can also be applied to everyday 
life — including getting up and dusting yourself off for the next play 
when you get knocked down. You know the pay off of hard work, the 
importance of practice and discipline and how to plan, etc. These are all 
very important skills to apply in everyday life. As you accomplish some 
of your immediate goals, you will gain the needed confidence to strive 
and attain your long-term goals, like a player who gets into a rhythm 
and gains confidence. You've got your priorities right, and we look 
forward to seeing and hearing about you going places in the future. 



Gettim Mi Heal Right 
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My American Dream is nothing special. It's just what 
everyone else wants — a girl, a house, cars, clothes. But 
too many people are stuck in the game and can't overcome 
the struggle. They American Dream can come alive in two 
ways: legit and hard, or dangerous and easy. I've tried the 
dangerous way and, yeah, it's easy, but you can only go so 
far. I was doin' it big, but got caught up. Then I ran from 
justice and tried it some more. So now I sit wit' a stranger 
in a cell, thinkin' about goin' straight. 

I made my first step. I got a good, down, faithful girl. 
But I need to take the next step. Instead of be ballin' now 
and broke in the future, I'll give up the drugs and the 
easy money. I don't need to regret my past. I'm gonna 
go straight, get my head in the right direction, and never 
look back. 

My American Dream starts when I get released, and 
I'm never gonna wake up. 

-Boombastic 

From The Beat: It's clear that you are already working on achieving your 
"American Dream." For some, it takes a while to realize what you now 
see so clearly. What helped you come to this point in your life? Was 
it being forced to endure consequences you don't like (and don't like 
to inflict on those that love you)? Was it simple maturity, something 
someone said or something you read? Or is change too mysterious a 
process to so easily identify? Whatever the case, we're glad that you are 
now on your "real" way to achieving your "American Dream." In the old 
parable of the tortoise and the hare, "slow and steady wins the race." 

Instead of be ballln'now and broke In the 
future, I'll give up the drugs and the east/ 
money, I don't need to regret wifpast, 
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When I get out, I just want to do what I have to do to get 
off probation. Fma go back to school and do the things 
that my PO is telling me to do. I'm going to be there for 
my family and just change my old ways, 'cause I've been 
doing this for too long — getting locked up and making my 
family feel bad. So when I get out, I wanna show people I 
could do something with my life. 

-Gio 

From The Beat: We definitely hear real motivation in the way you 
express yourself. It seems like you've come to realize some important 
realities in time, before having to pay too high a price. Listening to 
your PO and doing what she wants is the basis of getting off probation. 
But when it comes down to it, it's not about anybody else but you. As 
you take care of what you need for yourself, you'll see the happiness in 



My Dream: Just Go Down The Right Path 

My American dream is get out of jail and start a new life 
next to the people that love me. Next to the girl that I love, 
and try not to get in the system again. My American dream 
is also to buy a new house, have a family, and apologize 
to my mom for all the stuff that I did. For all the suffering, 
and just go down the right path. 

-Juan 

From The Beat: Those are all things definitely worth doing and can all 
be done. Now that you've thought of your goals, what are some things 
you will need to do in order to achieve them? Is finishing school in 
that equation? How about doing what your PO asks you to do? How do 
drugs, alcohol and your friends play into what you want for your life — 
and what you don't want? Setting your sights on decent and achievable 
goals like these is the first (but necessary) step. If you take the next 
step — doing what's required — more than likely you won't end back up 
in the system. 
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Wanting To Be Free 



Man, I want to be free! 

I know damn well my son is missin' me. 

And as I lay my head down to sleep 

Thoughts of him 'cause me to weep. 

Man, this life runs steep 

And I know it's no longer a life for me. 

I now have a family 

And the only thing missing is me! 

Damn, I want to be free. 

-Justin 

From The Beat: You now have a powerful motivation to change, although 
we wonder if you were thinking about your son when you did whatever 
it was that gave the system the power to take you from him... How 
bad you want to be free, and how bad you want to be there for your 
son who's missin' you, and how bad you want to stop weep in thinkin' 
about him will dictate how much energy put forth to make the changes 
you know you must make. You know what you want, so please follow 
through on what it will take to achieve it! 




Won't Make That Mistake Again 

My goal is to get out of juvenile hall and do something 
better in life. My goal is to look back at what I did and 
not to make that same mistake again. By being in here, it 
will let me think that I won't do the same crime again. I 
learned my lesson and I won't break the law again. 

-Ingold 

From The Beat: Stick to that mindset and don't be swayed during hard 
times, because they will come. What are some of the things you see 
yourself doing? We hope finishing school is a top priority so that you 
can get a job. Will you spend more time with family, who have always 
been supportive of you? What kind of hobbies do you have? These are 
some things to think about so you'll have a game tight plan for when 
you get out. That way you can really avoid making the same mistake 
again! 



All Juvies Suck 
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Well, I'm writing to The Beat about all the other juvenile 
halls I've been in and which one is better. Well, no juvy 
hall is better than the other, because they all suck. But 
when you have been through the system a lot and been 
in different juvies like me, I'm just going to write about 
the differences. 

Well, Alameda County have good food and you get 
more rec time. In San Francisco County, the food is nasty, 
the cells are hella cold, but the staff there are the coolest. 
Now, San Mateo County sucks... everything about it, from 
the judges to the units, everything! The staff here do not 
treat everybody the same. They like to choose one person 
or two and give them the privileges other inmates don't 
get. 

It just sucks altogether. That is why I am trying to get 
up out of here and go to camp, do my time, and get my 
life together. Because this ain't going to get me nowhere. 
Nowhere in life I wanna go. As soon as I graduate from 
camp, I am going straight to college and help out those 
that have had a similar lifestyle as me. And tell them, "If I 
can make it, you can, too." 

No hall is better than the other. It's jail. Everything 
sucks. 

-LIT Nesto 

From The Beat: Even though we know many people (those working in 
the system) might hate what you've written, you have broken it down to 
us from your point of view, and that's all we can ask. We also appreciate 
your conclusion that all jails are, in the end, jails, and nobody wants 
to be in jail! All we can offer is our encouragement that you follow 
through on your plans to go to college and help others. Have you 
finished high school? Changing your life to give back to the community 
speaks volumes about you as a person. Keep this attitude and stay 
focused, because you already know what the other side has to offer, and 
it really isn't much, if anything at all. What do you want to study? 
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Stay Confidant Tn Ya'Self 



I always like to be myself 

That's why I don't rush things that are meant to be 

You have to be true to yourself 

In order to find the real you 

'Cause it will help with anything 

That comes in front of you 

At any time 

-Kabb 
From The Beat: Staying true to yourself and what's really in your best 
interest is very important! How did you come to learn and appreciate 
this? Looking back, were you staying true to yourself when you did 
whatever led you here? 



Always Stay Mad 



When people always running they lips 

Always stay mad 

When I hear people woofin' 

Always stay mad 

When people talk, but don't finish what they talk about 

Always stay bad 

That I can't walk around, 'cause I got to look for that person 

That likes to hate on me 

Always stay mad 

So I dust off the haters and go take a bath 

'Cause I do what I have to 

And don't let the game work me 

Work it, ya dig? 

Take notes... 

-Kabb 
From The Beat: When you look around, how well do you think staying 
mad has served you? When we look at you, we can see that you've 
already paid a very high price for some of the madness. Are there 
alternatives to staying mad, constructive ways to handle some of those 
emotions? Why even lose your cool over something you have no control 
over? Is there any benefit in those feelings? If so, what are they? If not, 
why encourage them? 



Why Am I What I Am? 



Things I don't understand is, 

Why am I what I am? 

Why am I in here and not out there? 

And how is my family and my girl so far, yet so near? 

I sit in my cell, trying not to go crazy, and not pull my hair 

As I sit an' stare at the walls around me 

And think about how I will be next in line to get out of here 

But until then, I gotta stay up and pray for my sin 

Which is why I got booked in 

-Chino Birdman 
From The Beat: Between 1 00% and 0%, what responsibility do you have 
for who and what you are? A lot of different things happen in life that 
can influence and shape our lives. But since we have very little control 
over what happens around us, maybe it's more about how we react to 
what's going on. Looking forward and thinking about getting out of 
here, what changes are you thinking about so that you don't have to sit 
behind walls to write? Are you able to give up that "sin" that got you 
here? When you pray, what exactly are you praying for, and do you ever 
think about the prayer that God might be sending to you? 



Think Twice 



Think twice 

The offense is not w'at cha want 

Think twice 

I have changed, but have to protect myself 

Think twice 

About motherhood, mamas always knows best 

Think twice 

Always think twice about what you want to do day by day 

-Mr. Kabb 
From The Beat: This is good advice, but it applies to you as well as to 
everyone else. So when you throw out those veiled threats, think twice 
before you act and find yourself back in the box... 
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RolliiT In A Chevy Caprice 

I'm from DC and I'm goin' back to tha block 
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I ain't finta mess around 

But you can best believe 

I'm a still be rollin' in a Chevy Caprice 

On some rims. 

Homeboy screamin', "Forget the police." 

-Yung Sunny 
From The Beat: Unfortunately, you speak only on the materialistic 
things that the block has to offer, but as we all know, the streets are 
watching and waiting for us to make a wrong move. Couldn't what you 
want be accomplished differently? Where you wouldn't have to worry 
about possibly losing it, or even more? Ultimately the choice is yours, 
and we can hope that you make wiser choices this time around. 



My "Ireai' 
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I don't have a dream, I have a lot of dreams. First, not last, I want to stop being 
the cops' target. I'm tired of having my worries that the cops are gonna arrest 
me for no reason. 

-Jonathan 
From The Beat: That is a dream that can only be achieved if you do 
what's necessary to achieve it. How many times have you ever really been 
arrested for "no reason?" A lot of times we are guilty by association. Do 
you think that may have played a factor in those situations? In order 
to really achieve this realistic dream, what are some things you need 
to do? We're asking you because honestly, you can't control another 
person's actions, only your own. And if you've spent the time to think 
and come up with a solution, then hopefully you take the needed action 
to achieve this dream. 
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Things I Don't Understand 

Things that I don't understand 

Is why people always hate on the next person 

Things that I don't understand 

When I finally meet a fine girl, people hate 

Things that I don't understand 

I had to think what I want to say to her 

Things that I don't understand 

I can see why people hate, 'cause she bad 

And everybody wants to get to her 

But can't, so let it go 

We takin' over 

Don't provoke me 

-Kabb 
From The Beat: Some things are just plain hard to understand, no 
matter how much time we spend trying to figure out the reason behind 
it. There are many things in life that we don't understand, like how you 
can be "takin' over" when you allow your freedom to slip through your 
fingers like this... 



Why Do Men 

Things I don't understand is how come men and women get treated differently? 
Why can't we all get treated the same way, so we can all just be peacefully 
happy? That's what I think, so then we can have less problems in the world. 

For example, me and my cousin always fight, but why am I always the one 
to blame, when sometimes it's her fault? Well, I hope all that changes, but the 
way I want it to change is like this: I want it to change by me going to my cousin 
and talking it out with her, and saying, "You know, we do fight and all, but 
sometimes it's not my fault, really, when it's yours, and why you make it seem 
like I'm the one to blame?" 

-Chris 
From The Beat: Some things in life are just complicated and hard to 
understand, if ever. Expressing your true feelings is a good place to 
start. The other person may not see the role they play in the situation. 
We wonder, too, whether you treat females with the respect you demand 
for yourself? Lots of boys we meet complain about the double standard, 
but then turn around and use words to describe females that they would 
never allow to be used to describe themselves. What do you think 



When I Get Out! 



and stay ou 
being here. 



ut, I plan to go to school and, hopefully, I can get my diploma. I 
get a job and help my mom pay the rent. I also plan to play sports 
: the system, because I been locked up too long and I'm tired of 



From The Beat: Why do you say "hopefully" when speaking about 
something you have all the power and control over doing? It makes you 
sound unsure of yourself and, if that's the case, why? You have named 
good, constructive things to do and accomplish. What would keep you 
from accomplishing any of these things? We think that if you take the 
first step towards getting your diploma, for example, the next steps 
will follow naturally. We have no doubt about your abilities to see this 
dream come true, and you shouldn't either. 



My "American Dream" 



My "American Dream" is to get rich and stay away from fake people, and stay 
solid to my click. Do it movin' on these fake people, and keep it lit for my ninjas 
who ain't never comin' back to this world. Keep my head up, an' teach my HI' 
sister right from wrong. 

-Lawrence 
From The Beat: We hope that you can really teach your "HI' sister right 
from wrong," but if your words are undercut by your actions, which do 
you think she will follow? She needs a role model, but one who walks 
the walk as well as talks the talk. 






Justice Vs. Revenge 



Justice is doing what is right in the situation (as in punishment). It is my 
personal belief that justice is not served by the "justice" system. I hold this 
belief because justice is not what a unbiased person wants, but what the victim 
wants. 

An unbiased person should provide guidelines for punishment, but not 
decide what the punishment should be. Occasionally the system would works 
the way it "ideally" should when a victim's wishes be granted in sentencing. The 
convicting process is correct., however, that the crime must be proved beyond 
a reasonable doubt. 

So, ideally, the justice system will permit the victim's wishes in punishment 
be granted within reason (i.e. no death penalty, rape, disfigurement, etc., 
though some corporal punishment should be okay) and the convicting process 
is sound. 

-Khamal 
From The Beat: Very interesting thoughts on this topic. We are particularly 
interested to know your thinking about taking certain punishments 
off the table ("death penalty, rape, disfigurement"), particularly if the 
victims see those punishments as their justice. We'd love for you to write 
an entire piece just about why you think punishment should have limits, 
whatever the victim demands. When you mention that "some corporal 
punishment" is okay, what do you have in mind? In Singapore (and 
other countries), the punishment for some offenses is "caning." Would 
you support that? In what circumstances and with what limitations? 



Time Tn Change 



essing up since I was a teen. I been in and out of the hall. I haven't 
done anything with my life. That's what others tell me. They judge me before 
they get to know me. I know I've done bad things before, but times were hard. 
I had to survive on my own since I was a teen. I did bad things, but that's all I 
knew. I admit being bad, trying to be someone I wasn't. Now all that's over for 
me. It's time to change. It's time to be me. 

-Smokey 
From The Beat: And what is "the real you?" You've experienced some of 
the consequences of trying to be someone you're not, so what do you 
expect to find as you give up some of what you thought you had to do 
to survive? What are some of the things you want to change? Can you 
use the survival tactics in a way that doesn't hurt anyone, or put you 
and your freedom in jeopardy? Was it losing your freedom that caused 
you to come to this conclusion about yourself, or other factors in your 
life? What would help you the most to move forward. 



Demons 



There's demons in my head and I can't get them out. 

I feel like screaming, but I can't even shout. 
I'm comin' for you people and there's nowhere to run. 

So I'm coming down your road with an axe in one. 

I don't know why I'm doing it and I can't stop myself. 

I want to stop, but my head tells me, "No." 

But I don't care, 'cause I'm coming for you. 

I hate you, 'cause you threw my life. 

Now I'm coming in your house to get your wife. 

'Cause I can't die, I have eternal life. 

I'm stopping these thoughts and I'm ending this shhh. 

And you best respect my mind... 

-Jugg Lo 
From The Beat: This comes very close to the kind of threatening piece we 
don't publish in The Beat. But we are truly interested in those "demons" 
in your head. Sometimes our worst demons are ourselves and, possibly, 
some unrealistic expectations we may have of ourselves. Questions and 
doubt are natural and should be looked at a little closer, instead of 
looked over. An important thing to know is that you, and only you, 
have the power to control your own actions. If at times things start to 
feel out of control, please remember, there are qualified people out there 
who will be more than willing to listen to what's going on. It's easier to 
solve problems before they occur than waiting for the consequences. 
Know what we mean? 
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Love From A Brother 



Love from a brother, teaches to love one another. 

Love from a brother is good with care 
Love from a brother, knowing that he will always be 

there. 

Love from a brother will last for one million years 

Love from a brother will wipe away your tears. 

Love from a brother is head over hills. 

Love from a brother comes with a strong will. 

Love from a brother is love more than real. 

Love from a brother you will always feel. 

Love from a brother is gentle and kind. 

Love from a brother stays on your mind. 

Love from a brother will never be left behind. 

Love from a brother is one of a kind. 

Love from a brother is the greatest love around. 

Love from a brother is true love without a sound. 

Love from a brother cannot be bound. 

Love from a brother is not hard to be found. 

Love from a brother makes always stay around. 

Love from a brother is eternal. 

Love from a brother is very reliable. 

Love from a brother is delicate. 

Love from a brother is faithful. 

Love from a brother is with perfection. 

Love from a brother comes with protection. 

Love from a brother in action. 

Love from a brother is adore. 

Love from a brother is with dignity. 

Love from a brother come in peace. 



What I Hope For 



I hope for my freedom in a rightfulness way. 

I hope to be well prepared on judgment day. 

I hope to change my life in a better way. 

I hope to be a leader to the younger generation. 

I hope to one day be as honest as I can in everything 

that I do. 

And make the best out of my life. 

So all my dreams can come true. 

Not the dreams that is misunderstood. 

All the ones that is very good. 

I hope to have control over my tongue so I can only 

speak what is right. So all my words could come to my 

mouth ever so bright. 

I hope to build a strong relationship with God. 

So he could see the change in my heart. 

I hope to be all I can be. 

I hope to have the best believing in me. 

I hope to save the world from its self-destruction. 



I Want You 



I want you here and I know you need me there. 
So open your heart to me so I could show you how much 

I care. 

I look into your eye and see grey and sky blue. 

While taking this deep look into them. I feel all your love 

is so true. 

I want you more than I can ever say so. 

Your young and tender looks has captivated my mind. 

And I want you in my arms until the end of time. 

I want you near to me close as you can get 

So I can embrace you with my love. 

Until the both of us can rise above. 
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powerful messages. He usually just takes the title of his poem and 
repeats it with each line to give the title more attention, for with 
repetition comes focus/attention. Anyhow, he can talk about anything 
from "Love From A Brother" to 'The Generation To Come" and with each 
subject simply put it in a way where we could all understand and make 
it our own. He's writing from Florida State Prison in Raiford, Florida. 
We enjoy his writing time and time again and this week is no different 
so do us and yourselves a favor by reading on and learning from this 
intelligent man. 



The Rage I Feel 



The rage I feel, is more then a little bit. 

The rage I feel makes me want to kill. 

It's burning so much on the inside. 

The rage is something I cannot hide. 

The rage I feel sometimes hurts 

And something in my mind be pushing me to go 

berserks. 

The rage I feel is like a vicious kind. 

The rage I feel keep me in a misery state of mind. 

The rage I feel while stuck in this trap. 

The rage I feel some times makes me want to relapse. 

The rage I feel is like holding a grudge. 

The rage I feel it has no love. 

The rage I feel is full of pain. 

The rage I feel is inferior rage of being lower. 

The rage I feel from being kept so long in isolation, 

Is a rage with no understanding. 

A rage to be demanding 

To lash out with no balance 

Like a mad man with no eyes that cannot see 

Running into walls that would take the life out of me. 

The rage I feel is the kind of rage that wants 

To take me to war with the world, for no reason at all. 

The rage I feel comes with a hard fall. 

The rage I feel is a barbaric rage cruel and savagely kind 

of rage 
Making me want to snap at any given stage. 



Life IS A Gift 



My life to me was a gift from god. 

And a gift from my mother and father. 

My life is a gift to my younger brother and younger 

sister. 

My life is a gift to the younger generation that's under 

me. 

Cause with the gift of my life. 

An up coming leader had been to the world around me. 

And my life is a gift. 

That I want to forever hold. 

My life is a gist with a great soul. 

That will never grow old. 

My life is a gift that's worth more than any kind of gold. 

My life is a gift that I will never again take for granted. 

My life is a gift that will always carry on. 

My life is a gift I must love with all my heart. 

My lift is a gift that was given to my mother from god. 

And with the gift of my life I must trust. 

And be thankful for every moment of my life. 

Which is a gift from The Creator. 

Just as my life and any other life shall not be wasted. 

And each life must be embraced with care. 

Just as a mother would care for her child. 

Life is a gift of treasure that no man in this world can 

measure. 
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The Generation To Come 



My thoughts are very concerned about the generation 
to come cause they are the one's of the future. And we 
are the more responsible ones who need to step up like 
never before. Right now today. And start preparing to 
make the world better for the generation to come. So 
things could be much better for them. So they can grow 
up being conditioned and guided in all the right ways. 
Because I don't want to see the generation to come end up 
becoming the product of the wrong kind of environment 
or get caught up into the wrong atmosphere. That would 
bring corruption in they life. 

We got to make the environment better for the 
generation to come. And in order to do this the world we 
live in needs a whole lot of unconditioned leaders. Who 
care for the people. And I mean real caring and sharing 
leaders. Who would teach the generation to come how to 
stay in touch with they true nature. Which is the real self 
of man and they would need to be showed how not to get 
caught up into the world of greed and selfishness. Which 
would only have the generation to come living a life of 
self-destruction. 

Same as the generation of today are living. So much 
gun play. Along with more violence, than a little bit. 
Drugs that are killing off the generations of my people 
and other people of this world. Which is not cool. Along 
with all kinds of killing and stealing from each other for 
no reason at all. Turning one another against each other 
with out reason. 

All these things are the things that would destroy the 
life of the upcoming generation. And this is what I don't 
want to see happen to the generation to come. Cause 
the generation to come are one of the most important 
generations. And our duty is to lay a better foundation 
in the world. For the generation to come. So they won't 
follow in the footsteps of all the other pass generations 
that self-destruct. 




To Make It 



To make it from one moment to another moment, 

In prison takes a lot of will and mind power. 

To make it from one day to another day takes a lot of 

courage 

And wise moves that would get me ahead in the day. 

To make it from one month to another month, 

Takes good intention to make it. 

Takes the desire to make it without getting caught up 

Into all the small mind games that be played all the 

time. 

To make it from one year to another year takes a true 

heart 

That's open, to struggles just to make it. 



Hold off to if our self-esteem, 
Hold oh In the worst until if our 

life become to be clean, 
Hold on to if our goals and plans, 



Oot Of The Blue 



Out of the blue I can say I love you. 

Out of the blue I will make my words to you come true. 

Out of the blue I will be right there with you. 

Out of the blue you can count on me cause I will be 

counting on you. 

Out of the blue I will say things to you that will come 

from the heart. Out of the blue only death can do us 

part. 

Out of the blue God bless me with you. 

Out of the blue with out you I cannot make it through 

To the end of this road. 

Out of the blue with you I will grow old. 

Out of the blue you bring warmness into my life 

When I was cold. 
Out of the blue your hand is what I want to hold. 



Hold On 



Hold on to your peace of mind. 

Hold on to the best of mankind. 

Hold on, when real strength is hard to find. 

Hold on when your faith is gone. 

Hold on cause you were made to be strong. 

Hold on until you feel you can no longer stand. 

Hold on cause it is in your blood to be a man. 

Hold on cause your best or still ahead. 

Hold on to your self-esteem. 

Hold on in the worst until your life become to be clean. 

Hold on to your goals and plans. 

Keep striving to reach them with your strong hands. 

Hold on to the respect that you have within 

So the respect that you give will never come to an end. 

Hold on to your soul, so the world would know it cannot 

be sold. 
Hold on with every bit of self-control. 
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In God's Image 



Three are five major world religions: Judaism, Christianity, 
Islam, Hinduism and Buddhism. These world religions 
seem to be regional located with major Judeo-Christian 
influence in the west. It is estimated that 80 percent of the 
west is under Judeo-Christian persuasion. I link Judaism 
to Christianity because they share a common origin with 
similar doctrines; agree on the Old Testament and a Messiah 
will come with peace and justice. The other three world 
religions are concentrated in the east. For this reason I will 
concentrate on Judeo- Christian concepts. 

One eastern philosopher once wrote, "To understand 
God, means understanding man." That is consistent with 
Judeo-Christian concepts, "so God created man in His 
own image, in the image of God created he him male and 
female" (Genesis 1:27). Being in the image of God man 
has an eternal soul and operates on rational principles. 
Through conjecture we can imply that God is on an infinite 
scale, while man is on a finite scale. The fall of mankind 
from a perfect world to an imperfect world (mankind's 
morality with creation in chaos under influence of demons) 
happened in the Garden of Eden, This is summed up best 
in the Eves words to serpent, "for God doth know that in 
the day ye eat thereof, then your eyes shall be opened, and 
shall be as God, knowing good and evil." (Genesis 3; 5) this 
concept of moral duality of both man and God are summed 
up by God in "behold, the man is become as one of Us to 
know good and evil..." (Genesis 3; 22) This moral duality 
is a system of opposites; good vs. evil, truth vs. lies, love 
vs. hate, humanity vs. pride, peace vs. warlike, virtues vs. 
vices and so forth. Its binary thinking with no grey areas 
in ideological extreme Evil is like an alter ego of split 
personalities. This antithetical nature of both God and man 
is seen in the divine revelation of the Bible and the history 
of the human race. 

The proof of divine relation lay in the miraculous or 
supernatural acts done by the messengers or prophets in 
the name, power, and authority of their God. L. Strauss 
concurs when he quoted Spinoza, "Spinoza says that 
revelation requires confirmation by miracles." (Strauss, 
L, 151). These a very wise words from a faithless man; 
talk about "out of the mouth babes." Spinoza considers 
miracles to be pre-scientific, superstitious, and is from a 
mythical mind (152). I think he would have done well if he 
sought out a miracle worker or messenger of God, before he 
drew that conclusion. How difficult could that have been? 
It's not like he had global Internet access as we do. But he 
has freedom of choice. The freedom to choose and reason 
unlike a robot that must follow programs or an animal 
that follows instincts. And there are consequences to that 
freedom of choice. This religious conscience in humanity is 
what prevents actions of a wild animal in mankind; this is 
very similar to Freud's ego (reason) and superego (values). 
These moral compunctions strengthens the social fabric 
in society. All cultures have some form of religion from the 
most primitive to the most advanced, so I can say religion 
is intrinsic to the human experience. There is a space in 
man's mind that only God can fill. 

In Plato's "Euthyphro," a dialog between Socrates and 
Euthyphro focuses on the behavior of the Gods. Socrates 
says, "but wasn't it also said that the gods quarrel, and 
differ with each other, and that there are enmities among 
them towards each other?" (West, 49). Euthyphro responds 
to Socrates criticism of the prosecution of his father by 
using the gods' example, "Zeus is the best and most just 
of the gods, at the same time that they agree that he bound 
his father because he gulped down his sons without justice 
and that later, in turn, castrated his own father because of 



This next writer tackles the incredible task of describing what he 
feels like is meant by "In Gods Image," and man does he break it 
all the way down for us. There are many people that may take his 
opinions defensively, but all in all, they are his opinions. He mainly 
talks about Christianity since that seems to be the most popular religion 
out here in the United States, but he also makes reference to at least 
four other religions. He also uses a lot of quotes from the bible to make 
his point, and though sometimes we feel like this is cliche and expected, 
after reading we can see why he did so. Whether you're a believer in God 
or not, its very difficult to not give what he's written a double take. He 
writes from Chicago, Illinois, though we don't know what facility he's in 
or if he's even in a facility. However, we try to keep our pages open to 
anyone who has something to teach. And from the looks of it, this next 
writer has a lot to share with us. Thank you... 



such things... (47)" 

These are very human terms. Does God have a penis? 
What does he do with this penis; sex? Urinate? Or 
masturbate? Do the gods war like men for what; conquest? 
Class warfare? The celestial spirit world of the gods is too 
much like our material world. Did God create man in His 
image? Or did man create the gods in their image? Clear 
from the Greek perspective there is little difference, or even 
moral superiority between the two. Socrates even gives 
the gods human jobs like doctors and health, shipwright, 
house-builder, generals, or farmer (58), in his analogies. I 
totally disagree with their ideas of God(s). God is infinite. 
God is a Spirit. And God has virtues. I base these primes on 
the evidence of creation and on divine revelations through 
the prophets. Humans are too limited to comprehend God 
totally. We can only comprehend a very limited amount 
of his characteristics or traits Plus the Greek believe in 
the pantheon of many gods. Which one does man emulate 
or consider being best? Which one is just or pious? 
Monotheism doesn't have that problem. The One God sets 
the standards. 

God can be your best friend or worst, like the adages 
goes 'a prince needs to be loved and feared: both at the 
same time.' According to divine relation Lucifer "morning 
star" of Satan "accuser" was so beautiful and perfect that 
pride in him caused him to rebel against God, the Supreme 
Being, in a great war that took one third of Heaven's angels 
with him (Isa 14:12, Rev 12: 3-4, 7-9). Why God would even 
create such a superior being, since He would know Satan 
would self-destruct? Is God so bored that He needs a toy to 
play with? Surely he must have known God's Omnipotence, 
Omnipresence, and Omniscience (Psalms 139), so why 
would he take that chance: unless he thought of God as 
too much good (love), thus underestimating God's true 
natures (good and evil). God's good side must have spoiled 
him. I imagine God's own creation trying to defeat Him, 
which do you think would be greater? In the grand design 
of chronology of destiny, Hell was created for Satan and his 
angels' eternal punishment and separation from God. (Rev 
20:10). What do you think the other two third of Heaven's 
population taught about their God? He would even give 
them a second chance like probation after 200 millions 
years in Hell. 

To advocate for God I would say maybe because of 
His angels' great intelligence and power, they should 
have known better. I mean being in such close proximity 
to God they could have just asked for advice or direction 
unlike humanity which can only experience God through 
the prophets' words and faith in prayers to an invisible 
God. It doesn't help Satan's cause because he attacks 
finite mankind to get back at an infinite God. The war 
between God and Satan rages on with humanity caught in 
the crossfire; which will only end with second advent of 
Christ But at least He gave mankind a second chance with 
atonement of sins (Gen 3:15, Luke 22:19-20), instead of 
being sinners in the hands of an angry God forever doomed 
to Hell's punishment. The prophets call that love, mercy 

continued on next page 
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and grace. 

Let us look in to how the Infinite God treats finite 
mankind. In the Old Testament He states mankind should 
not be killed, because he is made in the image of God (Gen. 
9:6). In a clear inconsistency and contradiction He destroys 
the human race, except for Noah and his family; because 
"man thoughts were evil constantly" Gen (6:5) Than later 
promised never to do it again (Gen 9), that's some thing to 
be thankful for in our age of weapons of mass destruction. 
In another contradiction, after defeating and looting the 
Egyptians with ten plagues, sends the Hebrew, the choice 
race, to invade the "Promised Land" with orders to kill with 
genocide (Deut 20: 13-14), accompanied with supernatural 
signs and wonders following against superior forces, 
sparing only women and children. Because the pagan 
nations were too corrupted. All though the Old Testament 
the Hebrews sin in repeated cycles, then God sends war, 
famine, or pestilence to punish them (2 Sam 24:13, 15). The 
Original sin from Adam and Eve is passed from generation 
to generation. Is that fair to blame progeny for something 
they had no choosing in? 

In defense of God I will use the prophets' words. God 
says His thoughts are higher than ours. "Because the 
foolishness of God is wiser than men; and the weakness of 
God is stronger than men (ICor 1:25). God is all knowing 
and all seeing, while man has a limited understanding like 
children to an elder, so we are expected to have child like 
faith in a very mysterious God. Some one who is infinite 
must be infallible, because He knows everything. 

Human beings have existed on earth for about half a 
million years. Agriculture, the necessary basis of fixed 
settlements, is about only around twelve thousand 
years old. Civilization only dates back more than six 
thousand years or so (Giddens, 643) The Merriam-Webster 
Dictionary defines civilization as a high level of culture and 
technological development. Civilization is what separates 
man from animal (or even prehistoric man). At this point in 
time man is in the image of God; before what ever happened 
in prehistory was not in God's image. There is no missing 
link to prove man evolved from something lower, so God is 
to be blamed for dissent of man. Creation is too complex 
to be just an accident; there must be intelligent design. In 
man's culture are languages, literature, art, music, sciences, 
laws, order, and institutions that felicitate culture like 
family, religion, schools, government, businesses, media, 
and etc. Mathew Arnold reasons, 'culture is the best of 
what is thought and said.' Created in the image of God man 
possesses the attributes of personality to think abstractly, 
to experience rich emotional life, and to live as a free moral 
agent... But it is not perfected, every civilization that has 
come into existence has collapsed;. From the Egyptians, 
to the Babylonians, to the Medo-Persia, to the Greeks, the 
Romans, in ancient history and the European empires 
in modern history. Which says some thing about human 
nature; is it original sin? Is this class warfare according 
to Karl Marx? In some of his attitudes, man is like God. 
But in his moral and spiritual weakness he is very unlike 
God. Base mentality or animal passions seem to creep in 
on civilization and total war erupts. This is the essence of 
man duality; civilized with barbaric (primitive) inclinations. 
Mankind's hardest battle is within themselves. 

The modes of life and social institution characteristic 
of the modern world are radically different from those 
even the recent past,. During a period of only two or three 
centuries — a minute sliver of time in the context of human 
history — human social life has been wrenched away from 
types of social order in which people lived for thousands of 
years. Far more than any generation before us, we face an 
uncertain future. To be sure, conditions of life for previous, 



and famines. But though we are largely immune from 
plagues and famine in the industrialized countries 
today, we must deal now with social forces we ourself 
have unleashed (Giddens, 644). These new technological 
advances have positive and negative effects depending 
on how they are used. Advances in transportation and 
communication have linked the globe into one community. 
New appliances have made life much easier than before. 
But new technologies have made the human race more 
effective killers as we make these new progresses. Defense 
spends in general more on the military budget; about 30% 
of G.N.P. (Some countries spend even more), than they do 
other institutions. Military alliances will make the next war 
born previously. Two major world wars and many minor 
local wars show man's inhumanity to ward his fellow 
species. The next world war can never be won, and should 
never be fought, because the lethality of the weapon would 
make the human race extinct. Wars in our history have 
systematically destroyed that civilization progress. Imagine 
a world without war or conflict, man would make geometric 
advances in every known field. How much freedom is too 
much freedom, in His permissive will? When will god 
intervene personally, before man destroys himself? Well, 
we have to read the last chapters of the prophases would 
also prove divine revelation! 

Looking at the duality of man, a prison guard once 
told me, "even the worst criminal has virtues." Nothing 
epitomizes this dichotomization more than the fictional 
story of Jekyll and Hyde. Based on Robert Louis Stevens's 
1888 novel, 'Jekyll and Hyde' concerns a scientist whose 
quest for an antidote to save his dying, drooling daddy 
leads him on an epic internal struggle, Jekyll brings life to 
his evil alter ego Hyde, and sets in motion a chain of deadly, 
though not entirely regrettable murders. The complex 
story cannot be dismissed as a simple rooting for good 
to triumph over evil, because killing Hyde means killing 
part of all of us. Hyde represents a vitality and lust for life 
that is equal to his desire to bring to death. And at least 
at first, Hyde murders of town's hypocrite elite cleanses 
London of its less visible evil. (Moore, John) So when God 
does evil or vise there is some higher or greater good to be 
accomplished in His sovereign will. But when man does 
evil, for that same higher good or what he think is best, he 
cannot control the outcome gods can, thus fails. 

What does the image of God mean or imply? What are 
the social and political ramifications for man being in the 
image of God? God's image is so unique, so special, and 
so incomprehensible that we are prohibited from making 
graven images and speaking His explicit (YHWH) or implicit 
( Lord ) name in vain. (Ex. 20 1-17). God's attributes (love, 
peace, long-suffering, gentleness, goodness, meekness, 
self-control, merciful and just Gal. 5:22-23) should be 
emulated, because He is so magnificent. Thus He is to be 
worshipped. Why even make grave images, when you can 
look in mirror to see a reflection of God's image? man 
should put a premium on the value human life. This means 
civil rights for minorities and females, prohibits abortions 
(murder), regulate stem cell research, stop the death penalty 
(except in cases of war), economic empowerment for the 
poor masses (especially in developing countries), provide 
universal higher education, foster more global cooperation, 
and equal protection under law for the international 
community. There should be a democratic process to 
realize man collective opinion in politics, because God 
collectively punishes man sins as group, so we must bring 
man's collective intelligence to bare. In the words of the 
prophet, "love your neighbor as yourself and "love your 
enemies". May God mediate between men. 
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Growing Up 



A little youngster growing up in this world, just trying 

to get by. 

Trying to understand why the jefe drinks so much, and 

why at night the jefita sits and cries. 

He finds himself doing things that ordinary kids 

wouldn't do, like getting high just to take the pain away. 

Can't help but look at strangers as they drive by, 

wondering if they too had to live through the dismay. 

But then one day, he's introduced to the neighborhood 

gang, and he feels its love at first sight. 
Finally people who've gone through what he has, people 

who make the sad times seem alright. 

As time goes by, he gets pulled deeper, putting in work 

trying to make his bones. 

He feels its Christmas all over again, when the big 

homies give him a cuete of his own. 

But after all he's done that cuete gets dirty real quick, 

and eventually by the jura he gets busted. 

He went down with a couple of homeboys, but can't 

believe when the "homies" start talking, can't believe it's 

the homie that he trusted. 
Days turn to months and months turn to years, with him 

in juvy waiting to be givin' his days in court. 
Already knows that he's going down because his public 
defender ain't even trying, and a true lawyer his familia 

will never be able to afford. 

So finally his day comes and the Judge and DA are nice 

enough to offer him a plea bargain that comes with a 

double life sentence. 

He probably could of got less but not once did he say he 

was sorry, not once did he show any kind of repentance. 

So these days he sits at night 

Wondering how his life maybe could of turned 

Out different than the way it is 

These days he sits at night wondering how his 

Familias doing, 

Thinking especially of his beloved little kid. 

But this is just another story 

Of a kid from the varrio, 

Who'll never be able to get rid of the sadness in his eyes 

He was just another little chavalito 

Growing up in this world 

Just trying one way or another to get by. 



Who ever would of imagined the fat- 
test and meekest kid in the varrio, 

to have a future life like this. 
Passing mtf daifs digging In mtf ment- 
or if for a good of time to drift on, 
Inst latf hack, stare at mtf ceiling, 
and for hours reminisce, 



We first met J.O formerly known as James, this very gifted writer in 
Santa Clara County Juvenile Hall where he was fighting an extremely 
serious case. In fact, the case was so serious that they put a sign in 
front of his door that said, "Do not communicate with this minor." So 
you know, that made us want to communicate with him even more. 
He kept us updated with very wise insights on the process that would 
eventually send him to prison for two life sentences. And throughout 
the process, we were captivated by his strength basically feeling like he 
did what he did and now he'd have to accept the consequences, which 
is way more than we can say for most people his age, or to go even 
further, most people period, regardless of age. So now, after about three 
years of being chaperoned from cell to court and court to cell, some 
months ago he finally left to another place. He's currently in the Preston 
Youth Correctional Facility (a California Youth Authority Institution) in 
lone, CA. They're waiting for him to turn eighteen before they send him 



by him in the first place. He sends us two incredible poems, both a clear 
window to the pains he must go through. And although this experience 
would break most, we know he will make the best of any situation 
that happens to hit him along the way. He's a very strong individual 

i a testament to that. Thank 
you for sharing all you have, you will always have a place in The Beat 
Within J.O. 



Looking Back At My Life 

I can't help but ask myself what have I become what 
contributed to my down fall so much. 

The feeling that there was no love at home or was it 
just the neighborhood where I came from. 

When I was little, swinging on the swings at the park 
who would of imagined my life being like this. 

Sitting late at night, not wanting to believe my 
predicament in life not wanting to think about all the 
special occasions that I'll miss. 

Like my son's birthday, his Halloween's, his 
Thanksgiving's, his Christmas', and his New Year's. 

Can't show emotions, so on those days I'll gaze at 
my reflection wondering why I ain't crying looking in the 
mirror at my falling tattoo tears. 

What has died inside me, what has made it to the 
point where I no longer can even sit and cry. 

Is it just that I realize that all the tears in the world 
won't change the fact that in prison I'll reside. 

Who ever would of imagined the fattest and meekest 
kid in the varrio, to have a future life like this. 

Passing my days digging in my memory for a good ol' 
time to drift on. 

Just lay back, stare at my ceiling, and for hours 
reminisce. 

Like when everything seemed right and it seemed as 
if though there was no way things could of gotten better. 

Now that I think about it, the end of my free life was 
so near, I laugh because no way behind my ears I could of 
gotten wetter. 

And what makes it even sadder is that I felt like I did 
so much, but yet now I see that I was nowhere near doing 
enough. 

I should of tried to enjoy my childhood, should of 
done things that a normal 10 year old would do, instead of 
adopting a gangsters mentality, a mentality that requires 
you to be ruthless and tough. 

I wore the tough mask for so long though, that after 
awhile violence every time would surely become before 
the talking. 

Violence, violence, was what my world revolved and 
in this world will continue to revolve around, so that'll 
explain why from point 'A' to point 4 B' in shackles I'll be 
walking. 

Looking back at my life now as I march to the pintas 
drums, I ask what in the world have I done. 

Looking back at my life, I can't help but ask myself 
what have I become. 
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To The Beat 



First of all, let me tell you that your publication is off the hook! 
The approach being used is 100% on target. I'm not sure how 
many other organizations are out there like yours, but I was never 
exposed to one like it until now. Thank the Lord for people like 
yourselves. 

I am currently fighting a life sentence in the small town of 
Woodland, California. I am a twenty-eight year old male and can 
relate to many of the topics and stories in The Beat. At one time, I 
was a youngster from a broken home filled with anger and rage. I've 
done almost all the stupid things a kid can do at least once. 

I've been exposed to gangs - actually I'm missing my front 
(teeth) because of a forty bottle to the grill by gang members. My 
mother is a Sacramento County Probation Officer of over twenty 
years and educated me very well on the psychology of most 
gangsters. I'm only thankful that I never fell prey to a gang. You see, 
I don't really respect what they are all about. I can however relate 
to and understand all the reasons that our youth are at risk. 

In and out, in and out - Juvenile Hall was my thing for a while. 
No major crimes, just fights and things that always kept me in the 
system. At about sixteen, I hit a program up in Nevada called "Rite 
Of Passage" (ROP). It saved my life. I was violent, angry, and my 
future didn't look bright. I went to ROP and came out a new kid. I'm 
sure if I would have went to YA, I would have come out new also, in 
a scary way. 

That intervention in my life saved me. It's so important to 
reach these kids at a young age. The Beat gives an outlet to all 
these youth. You let them know they are important and let them 
educate each other. The Beat is the Napster of youth rehabilitation! 
More seriously, your approach is penetrating. 

Kids can close up when they hear about God or even when 
approached by counselors. The Beat allows them to express and 
absorb knowledge from each other. As you know, kids won't 
change until they have been touched on the inside. They might 
say, "Yeah, yeah, yeah," but they don't mean it. From reading The 
Beat, they become their own teachers. From personal experience, I 
never changed until I wanted to. 

Well, now you might say, "Fool, you didn't change, you're 
looking at life." For one thing, I didn't change one hundred percent. 
I did gain a better attitude, a desire to stay free and, to my discredit, 
a desire for money. I've been out of trouble for ten years now - well, 
at least eight, I'm not sure. 

After deciding to change, I started working. I worked eight 
hours at a newspaper and then eight at a diesel tire shop. You 
know the theory that you can't get in trouble if you don't have time. 
I did real good for about five years until I got burnt out. 

I decided to make money in an easier fashion - self-employment. 
Boy, I chose wrong. My thought was that I wasn't hurting anyone 
that didn't choose to hurt themselves. What a selfish excuse. Now 



Mike, a first time contributor, comes our way from Monroe Detention 
Center in Woodland, California. As you'll read in the excerpt from his 
letter, Mike came across The Beat and was impressed by what it's all 
about. He's mainly about just doing his time and going home. He makes 
it very clear that he didn't go to jail to make friends, so he'll do his 
time independently. We hope more of you could follow suit. We thank 
Mike for his submission, and we hope to hear more from him in the near 
future. 



I see the effects it can have on people. Now I see the effects it can 
have on other people. I've repented for my sins and found God 
through this mess, so I am thankful. 

The bad part is I'm now indicted along with seventeen or so 
gang members for some shootings they did. It's all very confusing 
and would take too long to explain. So far, about six people have 
been released because of wrongful indictment, so that's a good 
thing. 

I'm no gang member, not even Hispanic. It was pretty comical 
being drug into court along with seventeen other Mexican gangsters 
with my White ass on the end. It's the same old saying, "Guilty by 
association." 

Don't get me wrong - I wasn't going to church and selling 
cookies. It's just tragic that our justice system is so flawed. It's too 
complicated to explain it all, but let's just say the DA isn't having 
a clear view of the situation, or is choosing not to. I just keep my 
faith strong and chalk this up to a lesson. A last step towards being 
a good citizen and a godly one. I've had plenty of time to think, and 
just like my first choice at twenty or so, I've made another one. 

I want to help our youth and people in general. Guys come 
through here with drug problems or that are prejudiced. If I notice 
those things, I try to help them. I have a son who is half Black. I 
have friends of all races from Mexican to East Indian. I'm a people 
person and I think I've reached a few souls. At least I hope I have. 

The saddest thing is the drugs. I hear guys every day beg on the 
phone to get out to their parole officers, moms, dads. Ten seconds 
later, they can't stop talking about that dope they want. Sad, very 
sad. I hope from my effort they get a different view. I tell them, 
"Look I'm an accused bailer, not your mom or a priest." I explain my 
troubles and with some it seems to help. I battle with alcoholism 
and can relate on that level. I have also lost friends to drugs. I work 
with any angle I can to get through to them. Fortunately I've been 
exposed to drugs but strong enough to stay away. 

In short, I'm hungry to do exactly what you people are doing. 
I hope to get the chance to help youth. For now, I'm down twenty- 
three hours, so I'm trying to get my GED and improve my English 
skills. Seeing your work has given me hope. Are there any sponsors 
of yours I can write to thank them and express my feelings towards 
the wonderful publication you people produce? If possible, I would 
love to support your organization in any way I can. 

Thank you for your time. God bless. 



I'ni no poet, I Just hear the sound 

A thunderous pounding, The Beat coming down 

The thought of hearts breaking, the falling of tears 

Words from The Beat, filing their ears, 



I'm No Poet 

I'm no poet, I just hear the sound 

A thunderous pounding, The Beat coming down. 

The thought of hearts breaking, the falling of tears 

Words from The Beat, filling their ears. 

What do they think? What do they feel? 

Do they chalk life up to another raw deal? 

All these thoughts run through my mind 

If we can save one, it's all worth the time. 

The system is broken, their minds are too 

That leaves the fixing to people like you! 



Independence Today 

Just some sucka, I am not! 

To be your punk, that's not my spot. 

Handle your own, I'll handle mine. 

Cry on your own, doing your time. 

On the street, women to meet 

People to see, people to greet. 

My true homies, all to the good 

Still kickin' back, up in the 'hood. 

No different than you, just smarter you see 

I have the strength to let me be me. 

You know it's crazy how all these lawmakers can't see 
that kids only join gangs out of weakness. They break 
them down and put them together in rough places, away 
from their families. Personally I think the system is the 
main problem and The Beat Within provides a second 
family to them, and in some cases their only family. Keep 
it up and God bless! 
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Dealing The Beet 



Sitting reading The Beat 

Influence a 20 yr. old Chicana like me 

To tell my story and release the pain and sorrow of the 

soul. 

See it all started w/ puffin' the blunt then twistin' the 

bowl! 

The rush. The feeling. Damn it can seem so good. 

The goose bumps you get that bring you to sweat. 

Consumed by violence. Making it my M.O. b/c I thought I 

was hard 

I should've known I was dancin' w/ the devil and playing 

out his cards. 

"The downest Hyna in the hood" 

That's what mah "homeboys" said about me 

Smokin' with me and it was all good 

Until I began to hit that straight glass pipe! 

Alone in the streets. Smoking crack all night. 

I've been through shootings, 

stabbings and gangs tas fighting head to head. 

Feeling disowned by my family. 

Being left for dead by those for whom this block and 

color I represent 

For that rag I've seen my raza shoot others for wearing 

The wrong color. 

Pop. Pop. Pop. Mayn that vato's laying there lifelessly 

dead. 

I used to write The Beat when in Juvi and CYA too! 

Graduated from a program. Doing what I had to do. 

Still I went back to the hood and got stuck on that pipe. 

Making confrontation when I seen a rival too close to my 

face 

Now I sit here fighting a case so not to go to the pen. 

Four months in here with not even a kite 

I lay on my bunk in 850 Bryant 

Remembering and reminiscing on all the things I did. 

And 

Realize it was me who was slowly really dyin'. 

My "Homies" is gone 

Except for the ones who write only 'cause they too are in 

jail. 

But, I can't blame no one but myself for this hell! 

I'm through, I'm going to leave it alone 

Now I'm fighting for my life. I'm also sittin' and doing 

time all alone 

I don't care what you think. I'm a woman 

I can hold on without the gang on my own 

Headed towards righteousness in life 

The light is no longer off 

I can see now because I'm standing with God all alone 

So you see. 

The streets and drugs ain't worth a thing 

All that time and money spent without being able to 

move out that 

Territorial box and breath... 

There's no finer things in life that compare to being able 

to hug and see my family! 

If you wanna keep destroying it, go ahead, its up to you 

You'll be nothin' but another fallen home girl/boy. 

Who after a while of tears memories they'll sure be 

forgettin' you. 

Although I can't speak for others but I do and will for 

myself. 



We know this young woman Guadalupe Pad ilia known as Giggles 
from both juvenile hall and the California Youth Authority, but now 
we're getting reacquainted with her while she's awaiting her fate 
because now she's in 850 Bryant ISan Francisco County Jail). She sends 
two poems this week. The first is about what she gets from reading The 

erience. Then in 

her second poem, she speaks about what she has to go through while 
being "Behind Four Walls" again. And in the county there are people 
from all walks of life, so there are many different personalities you must 
deal with. We appreciate her compassion and insight. And hopefully 
we'll hear from her again soon. 



Behind These Walls 



Behind these four walls 

Lies the story of each 

Some Dope Dealers 

Others drug fiends 

The emotions that run 

The anger and pain 

Others upset when deputies disrespect 

Some in their mind still hold the 

Thought of revenge 

The stories been told 

Similarities run 

Different tongue 

Different day 

Some same songs have been sung 

Others left and come back 

Very few make it the past 

Tears have been shed 

Smiles ran across the face. 

Some keep to themselves others pass their time 

By being in your face 

Some mess with the wrong person 

And weren't even braced! 

But as time goes by 

The stories don't change 

Old people, new people behind these four walls 

Lie the stories of the same 

Very few seems to change. 
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Preston - '86 



A young thumper passing the test with flying colors 

"Out of line," didn't want to listen to the counselors 

Always scolding, face to face 

Hand ready to mace 

Wasn't worth a case 

Didn't care about the upcoming bitter attack 

Sometimes I looked forward to it 

Then bam! The suddenness of fists flying and pointy 

welding rods were a part of it 

Mine I had to get 

Eyes blinded by the stinging spray 
Cuffed and loaded on the van, to the infirmary 

"No statements," didn't see nothing 

Didn't hear nothing 

Zip 

I don't play pool, so how could I see the 8-ball get hit by 

the stick tip 

Locked in tamarack "the hole" with no-go 

Then on to juniper "Jumping J" 

After 75 days in the "rack" today was a cool day 

Hey this was C.Y.A 

The committee, said I had one more chance 

With a "M" number I had one more dance 

No more castle glance 

So I enjoyed my lil' time 

Chugging on the jug full of Maxwell-house, playing 

handball for push ups 

Clowning around with the lil homies - taking photos rep 

on a climb 

Then I was gone - on the next - thing smoking to 

Vacaville northern reception center bearing the hallmark 

of gangsterism 

Little by little 

Phantasm skittle 

A crazy little!! 

Still working like an old tea kettle 

No I can settle 

No backsliding, I know God can use someone like 

myself 

Cause I'm not a cracked acorn 

No longer stubborn 

Stupid and relentless 

Like Preston 86 

I'm trying to convert the hopeless 

Poem themes are my contributions to any discussions 

Alternatives to the gangster party line if you read 

Written - doctrines 

Mr. Young Speed 

You are filled with Q's and counter Q's 

Arguments and rebuttals, surely God will plant in his 

own good time at last 

Do you have a heart of fertile soil?? 

You can have a rich harvest blast! 



We've been ranting and raving about this next veteran Beat writer 



it just reaffirms our ranting and raving because he's brilliant. This 
week he hits us with two poems, both of which are worth reading. And 
although he has a style all his own, he comes with very common themes. 
Like what it means to live the life of a gangster {usuaiiy dead or in jail). 
And how though people won't bring themselves to regret things they've 
done, we do sometimes wonder what would happen if we did things 
differently. He's writing from Kern Valley State Prison in Delano, CA. 
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Misty Hourglass 

Waves and ripples of sandy rocks playing tug of war 

with me 

I squint and see with these tired eyes the palm of a hand 

holding this hourglass shakily 

Turning me upside down, thrusting, rotating like an 

amusement park ride 

Then placed back on the table a slow tide 

Fancy looking hourglasses 

Misty clashes 

Trapped in the hourglass of gang shame 

Souls aflame 

Gangster reflections on the oval window 

Won't release me 

They don't even see me 

Oh God free me 

Can't take it no more 

Strength is wore 

It's making me go mad 

Broken bolts 

Gangsters in trench coats 

I drive my fist through, and shatter this clean wall — it 

was rad 

Didn't take muscle it took heart 

Explosion 

In slow motion, this hour glass 

Thrown in the trash 

No more party bash 

A crazy monster mash 

By the palm of a hand it was discarded 

Gangster candid 

Unpolished and dirty hourglass 

One drop and their history 

They don't come with parts and accessories 

Can't call a doc 

For a mirror block 

If you want one gangsters have them in stock 

Ashes to ashes 

Dust to dust 

Mock to mock 

"G's" flock 
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It's Like A Dream 



It's like a dream going through life 
In a world filled with nothing but strife. 

So much heartache and pain 

Tear's that's falling like the pouring rain. 

Never knew my mother or father 

Or what it feel's like to play with toy's. 

Can't remember ever doing what kid's do 

The words in this epic poem is nothing but the truth, 

Started working hard at a very young age 

Picking oranges and grape fruit through the week days 

Stopped going to school when I was eleven year's old 

In this world that's extremely cold, 

Selling Pot when I turned twelve 

Worried about my beloved sister, who's name was Beverly. 

A pimp turned her on to deadly drug's 

Causing her to live the life of a hustling thug. 

I watched her ravage by the substance called Heroin 

As that pimp continued to promise her marriage. 

Only to keep her working the street 

Living a fantasy, that's only a dream. 

I gave her money when I could 

Praying to the almighty God up above. 

To take that desire away from my sister 

Now she's gone, and I truly miss her; 

I made her a promise, as I stood beside her grave 

That all drug dealers and pimps would pay. 

I went into a world of corruption and blood 

All my enemies was located in the hood. 

Street people took me under their wing's 

As I look back over the years, it's like a dream. 

With visions of the pimp's I destroyed along the way 

Their now in Prison or a cold lonely grave. 

Soon I started dealing drug's 

Showing all addict's nothing but love, 

Over the year's I earned the nickname Player 

With vision's of my friend's, who's now in their grave's. 

I started dealing drug's for a Haitian named Joe 

A drug kingpin in central Florida. 

Who supplied drug's up and down the Indian River Coast 

Turning young beautiful girl's into street whore's. 

Vision's of my sister flashed through my mind 

I whispered to myself in due time. 

As time passed by 

I would go to the river, and break down and cry. 

Praying to the almighty God 

To strengthen my heart. 



Cecil West has been very consistent as of late and he always writes 
about subjects that we believe many of us can relate to. This week he 
talks about his sister and how she passed. It made him feel hopeless, 
so he took matters into his own hands. Then he concludes with a very 
telling piece about how a black man offers a white kid a helping hand. 
He's writing from the Washington Correctional Institution in Chipley, 
Florida. We have a feeling we'll hear more from him real soon. 



Giving me guidance, and power to protect those girl's 

In this world that's extremely cold!. 

In nineteen, eighty six the time had come 

Every time you seen me, I was packing the gun! 

I remember me and Joe got into a fight 

He made his threat's on a Sunday night. 

Saying he had a gun, and would kill me 

As I jocked away, running down the street. 

Thinking of the girl's Joe had abused 

Disrespecting them, after he'd used them. 

I stopped at the bar to have a drink 

My sister face flashed through my mind, as I sat there 

thinking. 

I knew right that I would kill Joe 

He wouldn't turn no other girl's into whore's I decided 

right than to return 

Headed back packing two gun's knowing there was a 

chance that I would die 

As silent tear's ran from my eye's. When I turned on to 

stone street 

I knew something was up, cause of the people. 

There action's spoke fat louder than words 

Hiding behind building's and street pole's. 

As I walked down the street I saw Jean and Joe 

And some other Haitian, that I didn't know. 

So I said in my mind, I'll soak up their lead 

When I leave this scene. They will be dead. 

I walked up to them, sitting in front of the bar 

Joe jumped up with his back against the wall. 

I started shooting to defend myself 

When the shooting stopped, I was the only one left, 

I ran away from the scene of this crime 

Knowing I will soon be doing time. 

Deep down inside I really didn't care 

Cause I was avenging, the death of my beloved sister 

Beverly. 

I turned myself in the very next day 

With vision's of my sister's beautiful face, 

and that terrible scene.... 

I must admit, it's like a dream!. 



A Young White Kid 



A young white kid who was turned on to crack 

Not knowing it would only end in disaster. Running the 

street night and day 

Heading for prison or a cold lonely grave. 

Than one day his mother saw what he was doing 

Not believing the corruption could touch her children. 

She asked her son, why do you get high 

He said you'd know why, if you tried it, she took herself a 

powerful hit 

Off of what some people call the devil's dick. 

Then her beautiful daughter walked in 

And they all got high in their comfortable den. 

Not realizing there's a price to pay 

They'll soon be slave's to crack cocaine!. 

The boy was seventeen, and his sister eighteen 



It will soon become a terrible dream. 
The mother was already dying with cancer 
Taking oxy's to kill the pain. 
Now her only son has to hustle the street 
To support their addiction's, and supply food to eat!. 

She always worried about her son 

Cause he hustled the street's, in the slum's. 

In a world full of robbery, prostitution, and drug's 

She really didn't want to lose her son she loved. 

But her addiction became stronger and stronger with each 

passing day 

Knowing she would soon be in her grave. 

Her daughter was young with lovely curve's 

And it wouldn't be long, before she became a whore!. 

She knew this could happen for a fact 

continued on next page 
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Cause she had started selling her own body, for cash or 

crack. 

Than one day her son met a hustling black thug 

Who decided to show a young white kid some brotherly 

love. 

A brother who was raised in the street at a very young age 

Who'd seen crack cocaine, make many people slave's. 

He said, "Hey Git" why are you crying looking into the 

kid's sad blur eye's 

The kid whispered to the brother, my mother is dying. 

He held that kid in his strong black arm's 

As the kid cried and cried til his tear's was gone. 

Than he looked up into a strong black face 

Whispering Mr. you're not racist. 

The man shook his head with a brilliant smile 

With a sparkle in his dark brown eye's. 

So the young white kid told his story 

In the story that he told, there was no glory. 

He told of how he turned his mother and sister on to 

drugs 

The only two people who he truly loved. 

When he looked into the black man's eye's 

He was shocked to find the black man was crying. 

Sharing a young white kid's pain 



In that moment, the two became friend's. The only 

word's he could find to say 

I want you to meet my mother, and sister who lives in 

Barefoot Bay. 

As I rode down the street with this young white kid 

I knew in my heart I'll help him and his family as much as 

I can. 

Sharing with them my own misery, and pain 

Living a life using crack cocaine. 

I've talked a few people out of that world 

Women, Men, boy's, and girl's. 

Stressing to them the dangerous life 

A world full of nothing but strife! 

Now 'cause I look at this kid, who's only a child 

I could see the painful tear's in his eye's. 

I whispered to this kid, we all make mistake's 

But you must be strong, and keep the faith. 

This story I'm telling is nothing but the truth 

I'm writing this piece especially for you, 

Even if you in Jail, Detention Center's, or the Hall 

Hold your head up high, proud and tall. 

Cause you still have a chance to make some changes 

Freeing yourself of these miserable chains! 



'B-MnnB¥' 



My Prison Lifestyle 



Waking up in a prison cell surrounded by four concrete walls 
with the sounds of metal toilets flushing and the running of 
squeaky steel sinks, make me happy I don't have a gun by my 
side, for Lord knows I may have did something crazy, like end it 
all right here. For I'm tired of feeling this abnormal pain. Living 
in such a predicament is like losing a tiny part of your sanity 
every day. Momma raised me a man, but at times I find myself 
holding me back and not executing these nefarious visions 
on one of these corrections officers who talk to inmates as if 
they're boys. I guess this is just another chapter of my prison 
lifestyle. 

After waking up and acknowledging that it's going to be 
another traumatizing day in hell, stuck in one of it's well 
known cities called prison madness, force me to hop off my 
bunk and spit that "ugh" feeling out of my mouth — disgusted 
for putting myself in such a predicament. I know I'm to be 
blamed according to our so-called justice system, but may I 
ask," Who is man to judge?" 

Slipping on my prison blues makes me wonder," What the hell 
I done got myself into?" I know doing bad is wrong, there's no 
denying that, but do placing a man in a 5 by 10 cell makes it any 
better? I don't think so. Instead you get two kinds of people: 
Number one is your local animal who has let prison drive him 
crazy, number two is what I call the mind-manipulation genius. 
Any man in his right frame of mind who has nothing but time 
on his hands is to be considered a dangerous mind. He has a 
advantage on the working society. 

Walking to breakfast is never a happy feeling. With the smell 
of powdered and burnt potatoes in the air immediately upsets 
my stomach. I have long ago come to realize that the garbage 
we are issued is not for enjoyable satisfaction, but instead, 
survival purposes. I find myself swallowing instead chewing, 
hoping I don't regurgitate from the unidentified animal I just 
ate. They say you are what you eat, but, Lord, please don't let 
that be true. For if it is, I guess I'm kin to one of these rats these 
people been feeding us. This is all a part of the punishment 
ladies and gentlemen. Just the cruel and harsh part the judge 
forgot to include during the sentencing. 

It seems as if writing and dreaming are the only two 



With the amount of writing E-Money has contributed over this last 
period we are inclined to give him his own Beat column. He always 
gives us his introspective explanation about where he is and what he's 
done. E-Money is one of the great teachers, it's an honor to give him 
space in The Beat Within. Back in the day, E-Money was a participant 



Prison in San Quentin, CA. 



resources of freedom within this place. Never did I realize just 
how precious freedom was until she left me by myself deep 
off into a dark cave surrounded by snakes hissing at me with 
every successful step I make. Now I crave for her company and 
direction, for I know making the wrong step may cost me my 
life. I hope once reunited, she holds me tight and never lets me 
go, for I may not be too successful walking through this cave 
of snakes the next time. Breathing this prison atmosphere got 
my soul trying to escape its body and my heart screaming for 
peace. Now I understand the saying, "One never really knows 
what he's got until it's gone." 

Even though society has already labeled me as a thug I at 
times wish my life could've took a different direction. For Lord 
knows I have done more good than bad in my short lifetime. I 
guess everything is for a reason. A reason we sometimes will 
not completely understand. For making mistakes is not where 
we are to blamed, it's deciding not to learn from those mistakes 
is what takes lives. 

Every day I set foot on this dangerous yard filled with nothing 
but criminals and crushed hearts. I silently ask the Lord to 
shell my soul not only physically but also spiritually. I have 
long ago come to realize that no matter who you are up in this 
place, you can be touched. I have more than once seen men 
get their valuable lives taken right in front of my very eyes. I 
can't begin to imagine how these men must've felt coughing 
and unable to breathe due to the blood in their lungs, while at 
the same time terrified watching thick red blood flow through 
their hands never having a chance to see their newborn little 
girl who just was conceived. I heard of this man called death, I 
just sometimes truly wonder have he heard of me? 

This is my crazy lifestyle in this hellhole they called prison. I 
know it sounds crazy, but for the time being it's my reality. It's 
a cold world where the sun shines so bright. Let's just hope it 
keeps shining for us! Yard is down, I got to go. 
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Near By 



it's cloudy outside as doom it's so near by, 

for the lost are scattered all over the world 

but if they would only be still and hear the cries of our 

lord 

the light would shine through like a twinkle in the sky 

near by, god has so much in store for us, 

if his people would only yield to his call, 

for he is coming for his bride who will be waiting 

in the still of the night 

be patient and learn the things of him 

for that day is very near when the trumpets shall sound 

as our savior arrives 



We want to welcome this next first time writer to our precious 
pages. He is a skilled writer and poet who writes us from DVI (Deuel 
Vocational Institution) in Tracy, Ca. He's really into religion and God 
so many of you who believe will find his poems refreshing. He also 
writes about life and what it means for him to stay away from drugs. 



this published. 



Snail Of Walls 

i hope i'm not in bondage 

of these snails of walls and how can i get out 

well i'll tell you again how can i be set free 

through these snails of walls, 
he is the real thing trust him and love him 

with all your heart 

because he awaits for you to come to him 

with open arms 

to guide your path with peace love and understanding 

to Tightness and kindness, 

he desires you to sing, clap, stomp and shout 

he, kings of kings 

lord of lords 

he can set you free within these snails of walls, 

and if god is for you who can be against you 

within these snails of walls 

no matter how much someone tries to put you down 

jesus will always be with you in these snails of walls, 

so i leave you with one thing, read your bible, 

god is your only hope within these snails of walls, 

god bless you all 



Clean And Sober 



Today I am clean and sober with many trails in my way 

withholding not my future 

not knowing what lies ahead 

Today I am clean and sober 

With all the struggles, frustration and snares all along 

my way that I need to endure 

Today I am clean and sober 

with sorrow at my side for all those who still are in 

bondage crying to be free. 

Today I am clean and sober 

resting in my Lord. 

That's it is not a dream but a reality that He alone 

is carrying me and you. 

Today I am clean and sober 

thankfully, that I've finally surrendered 

for today and all the tomorrows 

that I need to share with everyone so they can be 

blessed 

to be clean and sober, the Lord wants you to. 



Mothers Unconditional Love 

a mother and grandmothers love, 

where does it all begin, with joy and happiness, 

when her eyes finally meet the child, 

god has placed in her arms, 

to protect and nourish it's way in life, 

watching as her child grows, 

the gentle smile on a face 

a gesture of love instead of a word 

or when a wound is found she hurries to comfort and 

aid 

the pain away 

reassuring it's ok 

teaching the simple things 

to walk and talk 

or eat by yourself, 

learning to say "please," "thank you," and "excuse me" 

or even "can i go" 

with lots of love and kisses 

for a job well done, 

as the years pass by another child sparkles 

with her unconditional love, 

all the other children gather 

to praise and admire the little one that has come 

working together to build the family 

that came from afar 

never did she imagine it would someday be a star 

of reality and joy, 

as the years have gone by we all gone our separate ways 

only to find that we need to go back and embrace our 

mothers' unconditional love, 

so proud of a mother or grandma 

or even a great grandmother 

as she sits back and sees her task of life has been 

fulfilled 

as she eases into her eternal life 

waiting our day at those pearly gates 

when reunited with our mothers love 

that has directed us to 

mothers unconditional love 
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The Beat wants to welcome a new poet/teacher in Steven Gomez to 
our Beat Without pages. The following work proves Steven is a skilled 
poet, who has plenty of knowledge and inspiration to share. We look 
forward to hearing more from him. Steven writes about everything from 
being him to the bars he looks through. And though his perspective 
may be tainted by those bars it still is a very wise perspective. He writes 
from isolation in the California Department of Corrections. 



I Am Me 



In all the world, there is no one else like me 

There are persons who have some parts like me, but no 

one adds up exactly like me 

Therefore, everything that comes out of me is 

authentically mine, because I alone choose it 

I own everything about me: 

My body, including everything it does; 

My mind, including all it's thoughts and ideas. 

My eyes, including the images of all they behold 

My feelings, whatever they may be: anger, joy, love, fear, 

frustration, disappointment, excitement. 

My mouth, including all the words that come out of it, 

polite, sweet, or rough, correct, or incorrect. 

My voice, loud, or soft. 

All my actions, whether they be to others or myself. I 

own my fantasies, my dreams, my hopes my fears. 

I own my triumphs, and successes and all my failures, 

and mistakes, because I own all of me, I can become 

intimately acquainted with me. 

By doing so, I can have me and be friendly with me. 

I can make it possible for all of me to work in my best 

interest. 

I know that there are other aspects about myself that 

puzzle me and other aspects I do not know, but as 

long as I am friendly and loving with myself, I can 

courageously and hopefully look for the solutions to the 

puzzles and for ways to find more about me. 

However I look and sound whatever I say and do and 

think and feel at a givin' moment in time is me. 
This is authentic and represents where I am at that 

moment in time. 

When I review later how I looked and sounded what I 

said and did and how I thought and felt, some part may 

turn out to be unfitting. 

I can discard that which is unfitting and keep that which 

proved fitting and invent something new for that which I 

discarded. 

I can think, see, hear, feel, say, and do. 

I have the tools to survive, to be close to others, to be 

productive and to make sense and order out of the world 

people and things outside of me. 

I OWN ME AND THEREFORE I CAN ENGINEER ME. 

I am me and I feel OK!! 



Don't Quit 



When people pull you down, as they often will. 

When the battle you're fighting is all uphill. 

When the funds are low and the debts are high 

When you're laughing, although you'd rather cry 

When you discover yourself slowing down a bit 

Stop and take a deep breath but don't you quit 

Although you've worked so hard just to get this far 

You must steady your pace, just to stay where you are. 

You'll need twice the effort to make your way 

Tomorrow won't come until you've conquered today 

And if you discover yourself slowing down a bit 

Stop and rest if you must, but don't you quit. 

Always do the best that you can possibly do 

Treasure true friends, who are far and few 

Never give up, whatever the burden you bear 

Just one more step might get you there 

Often the battle that is proceeding slow 

Will conclude abruptly, when dealt another blow 

Succeed in believing that you will not fail 

With diligence and determination your ship will sail 

When the weather is stormy and the waters are rough 

In the moments of peril, the strong get tough 

Whenever life presses you down a bit 

Stand up and shout, "I will not quit!" 



The Bars I Look Through 

The bars I look through everyday, 

Cold, hard steel painted grey. 

They keep me in a prison cell, 

The world goes by, I wish them well. 

The bars I look through every night, 
Surround me with an air of fright. 

I long to be where I can see, 
No bars to look through I am free. 

The bars I look through hold me hear, 

Away form loved ones I miss so dear. 

But if with patience, I'll abide, 

Someday I'll look through the other side. 

The bars I look through have no flaw, 

They have me here I broke the law. 

My debt to God is paid you see, 

Now I will pay to society. 

The bars I look through 

Taught me well, I've 

Learned my lesson time will tell. 

I'm not the man I used to be, 

Since Jesus Christ has set me free 



/ can think, see, hear, feel, sat/, and do. 

I have the tools to survive, to he close to others, 

to he productive and to make sense and order out of the 

world people and things outside of me. 
I OWN ME AND THEREFORE I CAN ENGINEER ME. 

I am me and I feel OKU 

read the rest of 'Steven's 3W0 piece on page 59 




